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Rod threw open the door hard enough that it bounced off the wall, slamming back into his hand and rebounding 


again. The sudden bang made the six men seated in the room jump, turning to look at the red-faced manager. 
"Bloody hell Rod!" Bruce snapped. "What the fuck is wrong with you?" 


"ME? ME? What the fuck is wrong with me?" Rod stomped into the room, stopping and shaking a pile of papers. 
"What the fuck is this? Its like a list of demands from a fucking terrorist organization! When did | suddenly 


become involved with a bunch of divas?" Throwing his hands in the air, papers clutched in his fist, he began to 


pace. 
"Calm down Smalldick," Steve laughed, "you're gonna pop something if you don't!" 


Rod stopped, turning to glare at Steve. "Calm down? CALM DOWN? Do you have ANY idea what I've had to go 
through today to get what you want?" 


Adrian rubbed his chin, a small smile on his lips. "But isn't that your job Rod?" he asked sweetly. 


Rod's face darkened to a color that could only be described as magenta. His mouth opening and closing like a 


gasping fish, his eyes rolling, he looked as if he was going into convulsions. 


The raucous laughter of the six men did nothing to appease him, only making him angrier; making him put his 


hands to his face and bellow. 
"AHHHH SHIT!" 
Rod walked to the wall, banging his head against it. 


"Rod!" Davey jumped up, going to the frustrated manager and patting him on the back. "No need to get your 


knickers in a twist, if you can't do it we understand!" 

Rod spun around, nearly knocking Davey off his feet. 

"Oh, | did it alright. Just don't ask me for any more favors cause you've bloody well used up your quota!" 
Slamming the papers down on the table, he turned back to look at the men. 

"There you go! The name and number of the individuals | managed to get to take care of your special needs. | 
hope you fucking enjoy it!" Rod stormed toward the door. "Now I'm out of here! I'm going back to bloody 


England to enjoy some peace and quiet with not a fucking spoiled rock star in sight!" 


Stomping out the door, he slammed it behind him, the force knocking a picture off the wall, sending it crashing 
to the ground. 


The six men looked at each other for a moment before dissolving in laughter. 
"Well me boys and girls!" Nicko finally gasped, "shall we see what Roddy boy managed to do for us?" 


Clapping his hands together he rose and moved to the pile of papers, picking them up and sorting through 
them. 


"Brucey boy!" 


Holding out a sheet of paper to the singer, Nicko grinned as Bruce bounced off his perch and snatched it, 
walking over towards the wall and rocking on the balls of his feet as he read. 


j Davey!" 


The blonde guitarist grabbed the paper and wandered over to the couch, flopping down before beginning to scan 


the information. 
"HI " 


Adrian got up from his seat, laughing as Nicko moved the paper every time he tried to take it, finally grabbing 
the drummer's arm and holding it still. 


"Fucking arse, everything's got to be a game with you." 

Adrian read as he walked back to his chair and dropped back down. 

"Arry! Is there an ‘Arry in the house?" 

Steve shook his head, grinning at his exuberant band mate. Rising from the couch, he walked over to Nicko, 
grabbing the edge of the paper and then having a friendly tug of war for possession. Finally succeeding in 
gaining control, he walked back to his seat and settled in before beginning to read. 

"Nicko! Oh blimey, that's mel!" Laughing as he tucked the paper under his arm, he waved the last piece. 


"And this, | believe," Nicko droned, "is for the one and only Mr. Janick Gers!" 


Janick jumped up, grabbing the paper before Nicko could torture him with it. Laughing at the expression on the 
drummer's face, he gave him an affectionate one-fingered salute before beginning to read. 


Nicko laughed, taking his own paper and reading as he wandered over to the couch and crashed down next to 


Steve. 


All six men were quiet as they read, until all had digested the information Rod had gathered for them. Looking 


around at each other, no one seemed willing to break the silence for several moments. 


Almost as if a signal had been given, all six headed for the door, pushing and shoving each other good 
naturedly as they headed out in the corridor. In the hall they stopped, standing in a loose circle and grinning. 


"Well." Steve said. 


Bruce nodded. "Yeah..." 

‘Guess I'll see you blokes in a few days." Janick folded his paper, tucking it into his pocket. 
Davey smiled. "Three days off! How he did it | don't know." 

Adrian laughed. "| don't care, just as long as he did" 

"We'll be paying for it though," Bruce chuckled, "and knowing our Rod, paying dearly." 
Nicko let out a whoop, startling the rest of the lads. 


"Who cares if the bloody fool makes us get on out knees and kiss his sodding feet, we have three days to do, 


well whatever." 


Steve shook his head, laughing. "Well enjoy them boys, cause when they're over its back on the road and back 
with Rod" 


Bruce groaned. "Always the killjoy, Harris!" 


With waves, a few hugs and several slaps on the back, the six headed off to their waiting cars, heading for 
their individual destinations, three days of rest and relaxation awaiting them. 


Rod stood in the shadows, watching them go. He knew the strain of the tour had taken its toll, they were tired 
and more often than not the camaraderie and tight friendships had turned to sniping and petty arguments. This 
would do them good, a great deal of good, and his arrangements, though what they asked, were above and 


beyond anything they anticipated. 


"Enjoy lads," he said softly, grinning from ear to ear. "Enjoy." 


Nicko 
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Nicko climbed into the backseat of the car, giving a grin to the driver as he closed the door and moved to take 


his place behind the wheel. "Oi mate, do you know where we're going?" 


The driver didn't respond except to smoothly pull the car out into the street, merging with traffic and heading, 


well, Nicko had no idea. Frowning, he looked at the paper again. 


NICKO MCBRAIN 
Contact person: D. Williams 
Contact Number: Memory #80 (stored) 


Contact will not be available until destination is reached. Call upon arrival. 
Nicko frowned. 
"How the hell did he program it into me phone?" 


Pulling out his mobile, he accessed the stored number feature, searching for entry #80. "Well blimey, there it 


is!" 
Nicko pushed send, unable to resist. Tapping his fingers on his knee, he waited for the call to connect. 
"Your call will not be accepted until you have arrived at your destination" *click* 


Nicko pulled the phone from his ear, looking at it in shock. "Kin hell! | just was hung up on by a bloody machine! 
And how would it know that I'm not there yet?" 


Nicko snapped the phone closed, staring out the window and wondering just what the hell Rod had set up. His 
request had been a bit odd, but he was tired of the lads and, well, if he was honest the fans making fun of 
him for his less than stellar taste. He was glad Rod hadn't seen fit to broadcast his request; if he had no one 
would have let him live it down. Ever. Nicko shook his head, imagining the reaction of his friends, especially 


Bruce, if they had known how he wanted to spend his days off... 


The slowing of the car interrupted Nicko's musings. Peering out the window, he saw they were at a small 
private airfield Gliding to a stop, the driver quickly turned off the engine and stepped out, moving to the back 
door and opening it to allow Nicko to step out. 


"Thanks mate." 
Nicko saw a small charter jet waiting, the door open at the top of the steps. 


The driver moved to the rear of the car, opening the boot and retrieving a small carry on bag, handing it to 
him before gesturing toward the plane. Giving him a salute, Nicko headed for the steps and climbed them with 
care, wondering what he'd find inside. Ducking through the door, he looked around at the interior of the plane. 
Designed for smaller charters, with only about a dozen large, comfortable looking seats, Nicko wondered if 
anyone was going to bother to let him know where he was going, or if was he just supposed to sit down and 


leave his life in some unknown's hands. 


"Helloooooc00!" 
"Welcome aboard Mr. McBrain" 


Nicko turned toward the voice, seeing a friendly smile on the face of the uniformed man in the doorway, 


obviously part of the crew. 
"Thanks mate, now where are we going?" 


With a smile, the man pointed Nicko toward a seat. "I'm sorry Mr. McBrain, but | have strict orders not to 


answer any questions. Please have a seat, fasten your seatbelt and we'll be ready to take off” 


Nicko stood for a moment, wondering if this was a smart thing to be doing. He had no idea what was happening, 
no idea where he was going; but he did trust Rod, so why not? 


"K mate, off we go then!" 


Nicko walked to the front row of seats and threw himself down, stowing his bag under the seat and buckling 
the belt. The uniformed man gave him a quick smile and turned away, disappearing through an open door and 
then shutting it behind him. Sighing, Nicko settled himself in, wondering where he was going, what was going to 
happen when he got there and why the hell he ever asked Rod to set this up for him in the first place. Closing 
his eyes, he let his mind drift as the engines whined to life and the plane began to move. 


The gentle bump of the plane touching down woke Nicko with a start. Sitting up as much as the belt around his 
waist would allow he peered out the window, unable to see much through the darkness. The plane slowed 
before turning and taxiing closer to what he recognized as a hanger, but even looking as hard as he could he 


was unable to see anything that would give him a clue as to where he was. 


As the plane came to a stop he unfastened his seatbelt and rose, stretching his long arms above his head and 
leaning back, grunting at the satisfying "pop" from his cramped back. 


"Kin hell, | need a proper meal, a cold beer and - if me luck is good - maybe a warm woman." Grabbing his bag 


he moved to the door just as the same uniformed man emerged from the cockpit. 


"We hope you had a comfortable flight Mr. McBrain. There is a car waiting at the bottom of the steps to take 


you to your temporary quarters. Please enjoy your stay.” 


Opening the door, the man stepped back and gestured for Nicko to head down the steps that had been rolled 


into place. 


"Thanks, mate, was all nice and comfy." Nicko grinned, offering a playful salute. "But maybe you could tell a 
bloke, where the ‘kin hell am |?" 


The man grinned, saluting back. "Sorry sir, we have strict orders not to give you any information. Again, enjoy 


your stay and we'll see you in three days for your return flight.” 

Nicko rolled his eyes, muttering under his breath as he walked through the doors and down the steps, noticing 
a black car waiting. The driver was obviously watching for him, jumping out and hurrying round to open the 
rear door, taking Nicko's bag as he slid inside. Shutting the door the driver disappeared for a few moments 
before opening the front door and slipping in behind the wheel. 


"Oi mate, and | suppose your mouth is sealed as tight as the rest?" 


The driver nodded briefly before starting the engine and pulling away from the plane, turning out of the small 
airfield and heading down a very dark road. 


"Blimey, | could vanish here and no one would ever know," Nicko mused, and wondered if he should feel nervous. 


The car turned down a packed dirt lane, winding through trees until a large house came into view, well lit and 
looking very out of place buried so far back in the woods. Nicko frowned, wondering if Rod had misunderstood 
what he wanted, reaching for his mobile to give him a quick call. The phone hadn't connected before the car 
came to a halt in front of the sprawling porch, the driver stepping out smartly and opening the back door. 


Nicko gave him a quick salute as he alighted from the car, waiting for Rod to answer his call 
The driver closed the door and moved back to get in behind the wheel. 


"Hey mate, what about me bag?" 


The driver shook his head. "Sorry Mr. McBrain, my instructions were to return it to the pilot and have it 
placed back on the plane." 


"WHAT? But me clothes!" Nicko stared helplessly as the driver shrugged and got into the car, pulling off and 


leaving him standing. 

The phone was answered on the other end. 

"Nicko! What the fuck do you want?!" 

"Rod! ‘Kin hell mate! l'm standing ‘ere..” 

"NICKO! LEAVE. ME. ALONE!" 

"But Rod!" 

| SAID FUCK OFF!" Rod screamed, slamming down the phone. 

Nicko winced, pulling the phone away from his ear. Damn that man was touchy. 


He looked back at the house, dropping the phone in his pocket and then rubbing his hands together. "Well, not 


getting anything done standing round out ‘ere, might as well take a peek inside and see what's going on" 


Mounting the steps and reaching to door, he took a deep breath before turning the handle and pushing it open. 
Stepping inside, he looked around for signs of life. 


"Helloooo00000000!" 

"Hey Nicko, you're the last person | expected to be here." 

Looking in the direction of the voice, Nicko took a step back. 

"Well fuck me old boots. Kirk. What the hell are you doing here?" 

Kirk grinned, shrugging his shoulder and reaching up to toss his hair back. "Got a call from a friend of mine 
saying she needed my help with something and since there was nothing going on with Met | flew out. Now, 
what are you doing here?" 

Nicko shuffled his feet. Well blimey this was right embarrassing actually. 


"Well, [1.1 have an appointment" 


"An appointment?" Kirk frowned, hiding his amusement at the drummer's discomfort. "Kind of out of the way 


for an appointment." 

Nicko didn't answer, pretending to be thoroughly engrossed in studying the pattern on the wallpaper. 
Kirk muffled a laugh. 

"Nicko." 

Nicko moved closer to the wall, practically pushing his broad, flat nose against it. 


"Nicko." Kirk moved over to him and placed a hand on his arm, laughing as Nicko jumped and backed up. "Relax 


man, | don't bite! Well, not unless I'm asked to." A small giggle escaped at the look on Nicko's face. 


"Oi mate | know you don't it's just that | have no bleedin’ clue where | am and, well, honestly -- wait what did 


ya mean only if you're asked to?" 


Kirk grinned at him, then crooked his finger and turned. "Come on man, let me show you to your room. Dinner 


will be served in a little while and you might want to get settled in and change first 
Nicko followed Kirk up the grand staircase. Now he was really confused, how did Kirk know where his room was 


and since his bag had been left on the plane what was he supposed to change into? Oh bloody hell; what had 
Rod gotten him into? 


Half an hour later Nicko was frantically dialing Rod's number on his mobile phone. 
"Come on you old sod, answer." Getting nothing but the recording telling him Rod was unavailable and to leave 
a message, Nicko swore and closed the phone with a snap. Taking a deep breath, he sat on the edge of the bed 


to evaluate the situation. 


First, he didn't know where he was, all he knew was that he had flown here in a plane, then ridden in a car for, 


well, he wasn't sure how long. 
Second, his clothes were gone. 


Third, the only thing he could find to wear was a robe that if he was lucky would come to his knees and was 
either satin, silk or some other slippery stuff that seemed to be determined to gap open every time he moved. 


Fourth, what the fuck was Kirk Hammett doing here and how much did he know? 


And now that you mention it old man you may want to remember to keep your knees together otherwise 


you're gonna be putting on a show for anyone who happens to be in front of you. 

None of the thoughts going through his head made him feel very good about the whole situation With a sigh, 
he picked up the paper that Rod had given him and read it again. May as well carry on, didn't look like any 
other options were available. Flipping open his phone, he called up the list of stored numbers and pressed #80. 
The phone rang three times before being picked up. 

"Welcome Mr. McBrain." 


Nicko felt like jumping straight up and letting out a loud whoop. A soft warm female voice was just what the 


doctor ordered. 
"Well hello luv! And it's Nicko." 
A soft laugh filled his ear. 


"Well then Nicko, welcome. As the hour is late, please enjoy your dinner and | will meet with you first thing in 
the morning. Have a good night" 


"Wait! Hold on there..." Nicko realized he was talking to a dead phone. 


A knock on the door brought him out of his careful scrutiny of the now silent mobile. Rising from the bed, he 
walked over and opened the door, finding Kirk standing outside. 


Kirk had to bite his lip to hide his amusement as a blush ran over Nicko's face. 


"I thought I'd come up and show you to the dining room." Kirk's eyes dropped, his eyebrow arching as he took 


in Nicko's attire. "If you're ready to go..er..down" 

Nicko looked confused for a moment, then dropping his head to look down at whatever Kirk seemed to be 
focusing on he realized the robe had gapped open and there was very little being left to the imagination. In 
fact, with the tiny pair of briefs he was wearing under the robe there was nothing left to the imagination 
With another blush staining his face, he quickly pulled the robe around his body, tightening the sash. 


Err..right mate," Nicko quickly moved past Kirk and headed for the stairs. "I'm starving do you happen to know 
what we're having | hope there's a wee bit of a chance for a pint or two..." 


His voice trailed off as he bounded towards the steps, but he never stopped talking. 


Kirk shook his head and laughed, turning to follow Nicko down into the hall and gesturing to him to trail behind 
as he led the way to the dining room. 


"on tour and needed a break and how's things going with your lot when are you gents going back into the 


studio..." 

Still talking as they entered the dining room and took seats at the table. 

"have to say this is a lovely home very posh you know..." 

Kirk was amazed he didn't choke on his food as he talked between bites. 

" Just a lovely meal and really knackered so l'm off to have a bit of sleep..." 
Kirk waved his fingers as Nicko left the room, practically bolting for the stairs. 
"| bet he even talks in his sleep." 

Kirk reached into his pocket and pulled out his mobile, dialing a familiar number. 


"Hey, its me." 


‘Of course he was surprised to see me, now he's trying to figure out what l'm doing here." 


"Not a thing, even if I'd wanted to tell him | couldn't have gotten a word in, he never stops talking." 


Kirk laughed. "| don't know, he impressed me with the way he was able to talk with his mouth full." 


"He's gone to bed so I'm going to turn in as well. I'll see you in the morning." 


"Night" 


Kirk shut the phone and headed towards the stairs. Walking down the hall toward his room, he paused for a 


moment outside Nicko's door. 


He had a feeling that this was going to turn out to be a very interesting few days. Very interesting indeed. 


Nicko awoke early, burrowing himself deeper into the softness of the bed and stretching as he blinked the 
sleep from his eyes. He sat up with a start, bringing back to his mind the strange goings on of the night 
before. Well, maybe not strange but to say the least -- unusual. 


Throwing back the blankets and sliding over to the edge of the bed, he sighed as he got to his feet and went 
to the loo, having a quick wash before picking up the robe and drawing it on. Walking over to the door he 
hesitated, opening it slowly before peeking out into the hall. Not a soul was in sight, so he headed to the steps 
and quietly moved down into the hall, following the smells of breakfast coming from the dining room. Stepping 
through the doorway he stopped short at the sight of Kirk sitting at the table with a woman he hadn't seen 


before. 
Looking up as movement caught his eye, Kirk smiled at him. "Morning Nicko! How'd you sleep?" 


Nicko's mouth opened to answer but nothing came out as the woman rose and turned to face him. Tall, bloody 
tall in fact, with a short cap of dark brown almost black hair, huge blue eyes in a pixyish face, full lips, a long 
slender neck, small but firm breasts and legs.. well, the legs seemed to go on forever. She smiled, showing very 


white teeth and moved toward him, holding out her hand. 
"Nicko, it's a pleasure to meet you." 


Dumbfounded, he automatically moved his hand forward to meet hers. He recognized the voice instantly; this 


was the woman he had spoken to last night, the one whose number was programmed into his phone. 


Still holding his hand, she cocked her head to the side and studied him. She was tall enough that she had to look 
down at him, her eyes twinkling as he stood there with his mouth hanging open 


"My name is Delilah. I'll be working with you, with Kirk's help, on your request." 
Kirk's help?! 
"Nicko, | couldn't tell you last night but I'm here to help you take care of your problem. Being in the business | 


know how important it is to sometimes be at your best, so when Dee asked me to help | was more than happy 


to." 


Delilah drew Nicko toward the table, giving him a gentle shove toward a chair. Pulling his robe tight Nicko sank 
into the seat and looked around, still trying to organize something, anything from the whirling thoughts in his 
head. 


Deciding the best defense was a full mouth while he tried to make sense of all this, he loaded his plate and 


began to shovel food into his mouth, keeping his eyes downcast as he mechanically chewed and swallowed. 


Delilah and Kirk looked at each other, exchanging grins, both wondering when the last time was that this bundle 
of non stop talk and energy had been this quiet. Delilah winked at Kirk before turning back to address Nicko, 
now carefully studying the bottom of a glass of juice. 

"Nicko, when you're finished here Kirk will show you to the office I've set up and we'll begin" 

With another wink at Kirk, she turned and left the room, long legs taking great sweeping strides. Nicko watched 
her go. He couldn't help but appreciate her natural grace; put him in mind of a large cat stalking its prey, 
indeed it did. A small amused snort drew his eyes back to find Kirk watching him. 

"Watch out Nicko, she does bite. And she doesn't wait to be asked" 


Nicko flushed and dropped his eyes back to his plate. ‘Kin hell, he was worse than a schoolboy catching a look 
at his first pair of tits the way he'd been blushing. Sliding his glance sideways he noticed Kirk still watching 
him. Didn't help that the dark guitarist was looking at him bloody much the same as..no, couldn't be that way! 
He was..well he was..a HE and that just wasn't his cup of tea. Hell that wasn't his cup of anything, in fact. Nicko 
sighed, dropping his fork onto the plate and leaning his head into his hands. That sodding old bastard was going 
to get a good kick in the arse for this one when he got back on tour. 

Kirk stood. 

"Finished Nicko?" 

Small nod. 


"Then follow me, Dee said she has a lot in store for the next couple days." 


Nicko stood, pushing back his chair and walking over to stand beside the smaller man. He jumped when Kirk's 


hand came to rest on his arm. 

"Relax man. This is going to be fun" 

Nicko snorted and watched as Kirk left the room. Slowly shuffling behind him, Nicko watched as Kirk moved 
with the same natural grace as Delilah had, a bit different in the sway of the hips but showing off his arse 


just as she did. 


His arse?! Why was he watching another man's arse?! ‘Kin hell, what was happening to him? 


Nicko was still trying to figure out what had been in the juice as he followed Kirk into a large, brightly lit 


room. Had to be, that was it they'd doctored up his drink and that's why he had been looking. No other reason. 
Not into that kind of thing, no sir, not him, he liked his arse to have a pair of tits attached to it. Well not to 
the arse itself but.. 

"Nicko? You ok?" 


Nicko looked up to find Kirk's eyes on him, a soft frown on his face. 


"Right! Fine! Good!" Slapping his hands together, Nicko looked around the room. "Right as rain mate! So, what's 
first eh?" 


Delilah walked over to stand in front of him. With a long, slow look up and down his body, she cocked a hip and 
folded her arms, looking him dead in the eye. 


"Strip." 


Strip?! Oh fuck me old boots this was not in the plan. In front of her, well all right thank you very much let 
me get naked for you ma'am. But in front of Kirk? No, this wasn't in the plan at all. 


"In order to do this right we have to start from the bottom up." 

Nicko's tongue felt frozen And that in itself was something well out of the ordinary. 
"So, strip." 

Nicko looked around, trying to think of some reason, any reason to delay. 

"Would you be more comfortable if | left the room Nicko?" Kirk asked in a soft voice. 
Room? How about the bloody country mate? 

Nicko shuffled his feet, then gave a small sharp nod. 


"Nicko, Kirk is here to help me help you. In my business, it's not uncommon to have a same sex assistant. Don't 


think of him as a man, but more as an extension of me." 
Nicko sighed. 

Opened the robe. 

Shrugged it off. 


Dropped it in Delilah's outstretched hand. 


Crossed his arms. 
"So tell me exactly what it is you want me to do for you." 


Nicko closed his eyes. Taking a deep breath and trying very hard to forget he was standing there in nothing 
but a very brief set of briefs, he began. 


"Well, l'm fed up with the sniggers and the jabs from the lads about the way | look. ‘Kin hell even the fans are 
making fun of me, | took a look round the board one night and seemed like half of the tossers were saying | 
couldn't dress meself. My wife tells me | must be colorblind or something cause | look like | picked my outfits 
out of a rubbish bin and l'm just bloody fed up with it all. Not that I'm looking to be a fashion plate mind you, 
just so they shut the hell up about it” 

Delilah nodded. "Alright, anything else?" 


Nicko sighed. "It's not like I'm a bleedin’ 20 year old anymore and there are parts of me that just don't seem 
to be where they used to be." 


"So you're looking to not only improve the quality of your look but also to accent the good and draw attention 
from the not so good?" 


"Right!" 

"You're in excellent shape for your age Nicko, most men would be quite happy to have your body. 
A sudden choking sound made Nicko remember Kirk was still in the room. 

"Sorry Nicko, | know she didn't mean that the way it sounded" 

Nicko flushed again. Dammit he really needed to get that under control. 


Delilah turned and moved back to a table set against the wall. Picking up a leather binder and a pen, she handed 


them to Kirk before pulling out a tape measure and approaching the drummer. 
"Arms straight out to your side, feet slightly apart, and RELAX" 

Nicko did as instructed, trying not to jump as the tape wound around his neck 
"Ready Kirk?" 


"Fire away.” 


Thirty minutes late Nicko wondered if there was anything she wasn't going to measure. Well so far she hadn't 
measured THAT yet but it was just about the only thing. Not that he'd object mind you, several times he'd 
had to send his mind off to think fills and beats, especially when her hands had been between his legs nudging 
his sac as she kneeled in front of him, firing off numbers to Kirk. 


And Kirk, not a word except an occasional repeat to be sure he heard the number correctly, but Nicko was 


very aware of him standing there. 
"Ok, | think that does it." 


Delilah handed him his robe, smiling as he quickly shrugged it on and brought the sash around to tie it tightly. 
Walking over to take a seat on the sofa, she patted the spot beside her. Nicko moved next to her and took a 


seat. 

| have a lot of ideas to help you with this. What we're going to do now is discuss colors you like and which will 
also work for you, and then we'll decide what materials to use. A custom wardrobe can be a great asset, but 
if not selected to truly suit an individual, it can also be a disaster." 


Looking up, she caught Kirk's eye. 


"Kirk darling, be a sweetheart and let the chef know lunch in about two hours and then if you'll be so kind as 
to prepare yourself | think we'll demonstrate what the proper look can do." 


With a nod, Kirk left the room. 
"Now Nicko, let's start with a color chart..." 


Hold on, just a sec. He didn't want to KNOW all this; he just wanted the stuff to magically appear. He opened his 
mouth to tell Delilah this, when her hand suddenly came to rest on his thigh. 


Hmm, maybe not so bad after all. He could use a lesson or two in colors and as long as she kept touching him 
like that he'd be up for a nice long chat about it. Maybe up wasn't such a good thought though, things could 
get rather sticky if anything like that happened and all he had on was this bloody robe, wouldn't cover much 
then now would it? Ok old chap, make like you're fascinated with what she's saying, nod a bit and smile like you 
aren't thinking about how close her hand is to your cock, or those long legs she keeps crossing and uncrossing. 
"So which of those do you like?" 

Blimey a question. Must mean she's expecting an answer. 


"Err, what do you think?" 


"Well you will have to wear it, so | do want you to make some choices Nicko." 


You do? Then how about you slide that hand up and to the left a bit? Thats my choice. 
"Blue is nice." 
"Excellent!" 


Phew. Dodged that one old man. 


"We're done!" 


We are? Oh blimey, what have | agreed to? For all | know I'm gonna be wearing a pink suit with a purple shirt 


and a bloody bow tie. 


“That was painless wasn't it?" Giving his thigh a pat, Delilah rose and walked over to place the binder back on 
the table. 


Must sneak a peek at that. See what I've decided on. 
"I think we're ready for Kirk now. Where has he gone off to?" 


Kirk? What I'm ready for is you to come back over here and put your hand back on my leg except this time | 


get to put mine on yours. Or even better between them. 


Nicko shifted, leaning forward and letting his hands dangle between his slightly spread legs. Tapping his fingers 
together, he watched as Delilah walked to the door and called Kirk's name. 


Kirk seemed to appear from nowhere, following her back into the room before heading off to the back wall to 
open what appeared to be several sets of sliding doors. Delilah returned to sit beside Nicko, flashing him a 
smile before watching Kirk look over the racks of clothes now visible. 

"Anything in particular you want me to start with?" 

Delilah gazed at Kirk. "Hmm. Why don't we do this from the ground up? Let's start with the personal wear." 
Nicko sat up. Personal wear? Did that mean? Oh bloody hell he's taking off his shirt. Unfastening his pants. 


A soft chime sounded. 


"Oh, lunch is ready. We must have been working on the color choices longer than | thought. Kirk, let's hold off 


till after." 
With a nod, Kirk buttoned his pants and reached for his shirt. 


Nicko sent up a silent prayer of thanks. Rising, he offered his hand to Delilah to assist her to her feet. With a 


graceful nod, she slipped her fingers into his palm. 
"Such large hands you have Nicko. Kirk, look at the size of his hands." 
Kirk wandered over, buttoning his shirt. 


"They are big." Taking Nicko's wrist he held his hand palm up, placing his own against it. "And you know what 
they say about big hands." Kirk looked up at Nicko, a small smile on his lips. 


Nicko swallowed hard. "What?" 


"They say." Kirk's voice was soft, his eyes never leaving Nicko's as he drew his fingers down, letting them slide 


over his palm. 

"That" Kirk traced small circles over the fleshy part of his thumb. 

"f the hands are big." His fingers slid back up, pushing between Nicko's and curving around to hold them. 
Nicko swallowed again, an audible sound in the still of the room. 

"Then," Kirk was now holding his hand, his fingers twined around Nicko's. 

‘It means," stepping closer, Kirk narrowed his eyes. 


Bloody hell now what? He's so close | can feel his breath and it's hot and oh fuck me old boots if parts of me 


aren't wondering how hot the rest of him is. 

Kirk leaned forward, his body now less than an inch from Nicko's 

"So are the gloves. 

Nicko's breath exploded from him. 

Delilah laughed, turning and moving toward the door. 

"Ok boys, Im going to have my lunch before we get back to work. Coming?" 


Nicko felt like he was frozen in place, staring down into the dark eyes. He could feel himself shaking; in fact he 


could see the trembling in his hand still held fast in Kirk's. His eyes widened as Kirk leaned the last inch in, his 
body brushing against him. 


Kirk's tongue darted past his lips and touched the tip against Nicko's finger. 
"Not yet," he whispered. 


OH ‘KIN HELL. 


Kirk smiled at him, a soft sensual smile, letting go of his hand and stepping back before turning to follow 


Delilah. 

Nicko looked at his hand, still shaking. 

Well, now, this was a different thing. 

Wouldn't be so mind blowing except for the fact his cock was suddenly rock hard. 
"Nicko! Come on before it gets cold!" 

Not bloody likely, right now he didn't think it would ever get cold again. Oh, wait, Kirk meant lunch didn't he? 
Or did he? 

Nicko rubbed his hands over his face. 

Slow steps behind him. 

"Nicko?" 

A hand on his back. 

"You ok?" 

The other hand on his arm, turning him around to face Kirk. 

"| don't think I've ever seen you this quiet 

"Kirk, what, | mean, | didn't know you...” 

Kirk left his hands resting on Nicko's hips. 


‘lm bi Nicko, you didn't know that? | didn't think it was any big secret." Kirk shrugged. "If you aren't interested 


it's cool." 
Nicko tipped his head back, blowing out a puff of air. 


"Right now | don't know what | am. Bloody hell along with where | am, when I'm going to get something to wear 
other than this bleedin’ robe and why l'm here in the first place." 


Kirk laughed. 

"Well personally | like the robe, but I'm sure Dee has some things for you. As far as where, well I'll let her tell 
you that. As for the other," Kirk's hand slid down Nicko's hip and brushed over his groin, "I guess that depends 
on what happens." 

Nicko sucked air, his cock jumping. 


"For right now though, I'm hungry, so lets go eat" 


Nodding, he let Kirk take his hand and lead him toward the dining room. Rod couldn't have planned this - or 


could he? 


In a vague sort of a way, Nicko remembered going to the dining room, sitting down and even remembered 
eating. He tried to follow the conversation, but his mind was too busy trying to digest what had just happened, 
and to understand why every time he thought about it, his cock threatened to jump right out of his briefs. He 
damn near jumped out of his chair when Delilah suddenly placed her hand on his thigh. 

"Nicko? Shall we?" 

Nicko looked around, realizing Kirk and Delilah were watching him. 

"Right! Let's go." 


Jumping up from his chair Nicko rushed past both of them, hurrying back to the room they had left an hour 


or so before. 
Delilah looked at Kirk. 
"He suddenly seems very anxious." 


Kirk grinned. "I kind of told him that you'd have something for him to wear. | think he's tired of running around 
half naked" 


"But he looks quite nice half naked." Delilah purred. 
"Bet he looks even better all naked," Kirk leered. 


Linking her arm through Kirk's, Delilah pulled him toward the hall. "We'll have to see if we can arrange that, he 
didn't seem to be too put off by the idea" 


Kirk laughed. "Wicked woman, the poor man doesn't stand a chance." 


Nicko perched on the sofa, bouncing his leg as he waited for the other two to join him. Didn't appear too eager 
did you old man? Didn't just practically run in here all happy at the idea of Kirk getting out of those clothes 
while that long legged bird is sitting next to you playing touchy feely now did you? And no, you aren't sitting 
here with your dick as hard as you ever remember it being, dripping like a leaky faucet are you? 


Seeing the two come through the door, Nicko leaned back, trying to look like he hadn't a care in the world. 


Delilah closed the door behind her as Kirk moved back in front of the still open closets. He raised an eyebrow, 


reaching for the buttons of his shirt at Delilah's quick nod. 


"Now, we were about to show you how a complete outfit is put together, from the ground up so to speak," 
she said, taking her place next to Nicko on the couch. "Kirk, anytime you're ready." 


"I feel like there should be some burlesque music playing," Kirk laughed. 
Delilah tossed her head. "Never known you to need music to strip before.” Her hand suddenly landed on Nicko's 
thigh, pushing the material of the robe up so her contact was skin to skin. "Let me know if you have any 


questions, Nicko." Her fingers rubbed over the tight muscle, smoothing and stroking. 


Questions, damn it to hell he had questions. Starting with could you just put me out of my misery and either 


give me a good wank or maybe sit on my face for a week or two? 
"Umm, sure Delilah, anything | think of I'll just pop off and ask" 

He grunted as her fingers slipped down to caress his inner thigh. 
"Good, now pay close attention” 


Close attention? If he paid any closer attention he'd be covered in come. Kin hell, her fingers were still moving 
all over his inner thigh, reaching up to just under his crotch before sliding back down. And Kirk's shirt was off 


again. That tattoo, the flames on his hips, wonder if they would really burn if you.. 
Nicko gasped as Delilah's fingers brushed his balls. 

And Kirk kicked off his shoes and unfastened his pants. 

And Delilah's hand moved up to cup his balls. 


Kirk reached down and removed his socks, bringing his hands back up to slide his tight jeans over his hips, the 
dark patch of hair coming into view. 


Nicko groaned, pushing his hips up against Delilah's hand, feeling her roll and squeeze his balls. 
The pants slipped a bit further down, the base of Kirk's shaft now visible. 


Delilah's hand moved away for a moment, suddenly burning like a brand on his stomach and moving lower, 


slipping her fingers inside the robe and rubbing down over his belly. 
The jeans were down to Kirk's thighs, the head of his cock and his balls still hidden. 
Delilah's fingers slipped into his briefs and lightly skimmed the base of his cock 


Kirk slid the jeans down, bending over and drawing them off before tossing them over against the wall and 
standing back up. 


Delilah gave a quiet moan as her fingers closed around his shaft. 


Nicko's eyes rolled back as she stroked down to the tip, smearing the precum over the flared head before 
reaching deeper to lift his balls and cock free. 


"Nicko." 


Ok answer, say something you daft bugger. She's got her hand all over your cock and this hot little number is 
standing there staring as you with his hand playing scales on his, say SOMETHING. Anything! 


"Uh." 
Kin hell. 
"Is this ok?" 


OK?! Wonderful, brilliant, fucking unbelievable maybe. 


"Uh huh." 

Brilliant mate, you who are never at a loss for words has suddenly become mute. 
"Good." 

"OH ‘KIN HELL!" 


Much better! And all it took was her to swallow your dick down like it was the last drink of water on a desert 
island. 


Kirk groaned, cupping his balls and moving closer as he watched Delilah take Nicko's cock down her throat. 
Dropping to his knees between Nicko's legs, he looked up at him. 


"She gives great head doesn't she Nicko? Her mouth’s like a fucking vacuum, feels like she's gonna suck the 
skin right off of you." Moving forward on his knees, he rubbed the dripping head of his cock against the side of 
Nicko's calf. "Swallows you right down her throat doesn't she? Down so deep you can feel her lips against your 
groin" Kirk fisted himself slowly, leaning forward and licking the inside of Nicko's thigh. 


Ke-rist! THAT was different. He could feel the patch of hair on Kirk's chin rub against his skin. Didn't feel at all 
bad though. And that mouth of hers -- bloody vacuum was right, she eased the pressure when she pulled 
her head up but sucked so hard he could feel the inside of her cheeks when she took it back in. And her 
tongue never stopped moving, licking and lapping and rubbing, in constant motion as she sucked. Nicko ran his 


fingers through her short hair, cupping the back of her head as it moved over his cock. Closing his eyes, he 
tilted his head to rest it on the back of the sofa. Don't know what this has to do with fashion but.. 


"OH FUCK!" 


Nicko thrust up, feeling another tongue licking over his sac. Opening his eyes, he looked down to see Delilah 
shift slightly, giving Kirk room to tongue his balls. His other hand moved with a mind of it's own, running 
through the black curls and tangling it around, tugging as he felt soft sucking kisses move over the heavy 


orbs. 

Nicko was doing everything in his power to try to keep from coming right that second, even playing the intro 
to Where Eagles Dare in his head, trying to think about anything except the mouths and tongues and fuck it 
just wasn't working. He could feel his balls tighten, breathing in loud grunts as his hips pumped. He groaned in 
disappointment close to agony as his cock and balls were suddenly deserted. 

"Don't bloody stop now, please," he begged softly. 

He felt Delilah shift, sliding off the sofa to kneel beside his leg. 


"We aren't stopping Nicko." 


"We're just going to share." 

Nicko looked down, watching as Delilah opened the sash of the robe and spread the folds to expose his torso. 
"You stay on your side Kirk" 

‘Oh | will, plenty to keep me busy" 

Nicko saw stars when two hot wet tongues began to lick his shaft, running in opposite directions, twisting 
around and lapping the soft skin, before somehow coming together at the head and wrestling playfully over the 
precum pouring from the slit. His balls were being rolled and massaged by two very different feeling hands, 
Delilah's soft, the calluses on Kirk's fingers dragging against the skin 

"Fuck, gonna come soon, too fucking much.." Nicko gasped. 

"Come Nicko, don't fight it" 


"That's what it's all about isn't it?" 


Nicko's eyes rolled as they shared the head of his cock, using their tongues to push it back and forth into the 


other's mouth. 
"Oh fuck!" 


His hips pushed up and held, feeling their mouths sucking up and down the shaft, his balls drawing tight as the 
first arc of hot come spurted from the tip of his dick, splattering high on his chest and even onto his face. 
Groaning, he felt the hard contractions as his cock shot over and over, pumping his balls dry, his stomach and 


chest covered in long lines of his seed 


Panting harshly, he felt his hips settle back down on the sofa, their mouths moving gently around and over his 
softening cock. A long drawn out groan tore from his throat as he felt the twin tongues move up and lap the 
come from his body, fighting over the last bit on his chin 


Nicko opened his eyes, looking back and forth between them. He came to the sudden realization that Kirk must 
have come as well, he could feel the thick cream sliding down his leg. Not sure what to say, he was glad of 
opportunity lost when Delilah leaned in and kissed him, tasting himself on her lips and tongue as she licked the 
roof of his mouth. 


"Hey, share remember?" 


Delilah pulled back, and suddenly Kirk took her place, his tongue moving over Nicko's lips before pushing inside 
to twine with his. 


Nicko stiffened for a moment, then relaxed as he realized that one, it didn't feel bad at all and two, considering 
what Kirk had just done for him he at least owed him a proper thank you kiss. Letting his tongue play back, he 
deepened the kiss, feeling Kirk's slight gasp of surprise. Hal 


"Kirk, seems as if you made a mess down here." Delilah smirked as she ran her fingers through the come on 


Nicko's leg, bringing them to her mouth and sucking them clean 
"Sorry Nicko, let us take care of that for you." 


The two bent over, licking the come from the hairs, feeling the muscle flex as Nicko curled his toes, another 


quite new but very enjoyable sensation as they lapped him clean. 
Sitting back on his heels, Kirk grinned up at him. 


Delilah laughed, climbing up onto the sofa and reaching over and tucking Nicko's cock and balls back into his 
briefs before twitching the robe closed. 


"Ok boys, play time over, now back to work" 


‘Kin hell she wasn't kidding. The rest of the day was spent in watching Kirk dress, undress and dress again, 
each outfit being explained with meticulous detail as it was assembled. Nicko really did try to concentrate, but 
his mind kept drifting back and other body parts seemed to be having some fond memories of their own and 
kept trying to intrude in the conversation Kirk was having the same problem; it was obvious that the same 


body parts were much happier when they were on display. And did he ever display them. 

Proudly in fact. 

By the time the chime sounded for supper, Nicko was in his own personal hell. At this point, he would have 
fucked anything that offered, in fact even if it didn't offer he wasn't too sure his cock wouldn't have been 
trying. He was so lost in thought, trying to figure out the best way to bring about a repeat performance 
(encore anyone?), that he didn't hear Delilah until she laughingly tweaked his ear. 

"Nicko!" 

He looked up, startled. 


"Here, | though you might like to get out of that robe." 


Well now, he did indeed but not to put more clothes back on thank you very much. 


"Ta." 
Taking the pile of clothes she handed him he stood up, looking around to see where he could change. 
"Need a hand?" 


Kirk's arms came around him from behind, finding the knot on the sash and opening it, reaching up to pull the 


robe from his shoulders and letting it drop down his arms. 


"Err thanks mate." Nicko's voice rose as he felt Kirk's tongue drift over his back, his hands rubbing up his 
chest and finding his nipples, rubbing the hard buds. 


"Kirk! Behave!" 

Kirk sighed, stepping back and letting go. 

Nicko fought the urge to take a step back, Kirk's cock had been rubbing against his arse and it hadn't felt bad 
at all, all things considered. Setting the pile of clothes on the sofa, he let the robe drop to the floor, taking a 
deep breath and sliding the briefs down his legs and stepping out of them before he had a chance to think. 
Nicko wasn't sure who made the moaning sound, or who sucked air between their teeth, but he couldn't to 
resist the urge to show off just a bit. Not being one to brag (yeah right mate), he knew he still looked good 


and having two very hot people drooling over him made him feel quite proud. 


"Nicko, you're getting to be as bad as Kirk. Get! Dressed! Now!" Giving him a none too gentle slap on the arse, 
Delilah grabbed Kirk's arm and dragged him, protesting, toward the door. 


"But what if he needs a hand?" 

"He has two." 

"But he might need three!" 

Its not your hand you're thinking about using on him Kirk, now come on!" 

"But!" 

"No buts! Nicko, we'll meet you in the dining room. Come on Kirk!" 

Nicko couldn't help but chuckle as they disappeared through the door. Well this was turning into a very 


interesting trip, pity he wouldn't be able to share his adventure with the rest of the lads. He dressed quickly, 
although trying to stuff a very hard cock into rather tight jeans took some extra time. As he headed for the 


dining room, the thought of a good meal was very appealing; he just might need a bit of extra strength for 
dessert. 


Several hours later, full of good food and mellow from several glasses of a very fine wine, Nicko found himself 
more confused than ever. His diner companions had bid him good night and vanished, leaving him horny, 


unhappy and alone at the table. 
With a sigh he wandered slowly up to his room, undressing and taking a long shower before crawling naked into 
bed. He thought back to the light hearted conversation during the meal, brows drawn in concentration as he 


wondered if he had said or done something to put them off. Unable to think of a thing, he turned over and 
pulled the blankets up, willing himself to sleep. 


A warm fan of breath over his cheek, followed by a much warmer and wetter tongue woke him the next 


morning. With a grunt he sat up, turning to find Kirk perched on the edge of his bed. 


"Morning Nicko! Dee says get your lazy butt out of bed and hurry up, she's got an entourage of people coming 


in to work on your new wardrobe today so you need to get up, get dressed, eat and be ready in an hour" 
Nicko nodded, rubbing his hands over his face and looking slightly askance at the overly bouncy man 


"Listen Nick, | know yesterday was something new for you, and if you want to just leave it at that its cool. If 
not, well maybe later on after all the shit is done with, we can try a few other things.” 


Nicko looked at Kirk, a puzzled expression on his face. 

"Look mate, I'm not bothered by what happened, in fact | thought." 

Nicko broke off, looking down at the pattern on the bed covering. 

Kirk muttered a curse. 

"I knew it! Damn Nick, why didn't you say something at dinner? We didn't want to push you into anything you 
weren't ready for.” Kirk gave him a very devilish grin. "Well, no more than we kind of pushed onto you earlier 
anyway." 


"If | hadn't been ok with it Kirk | would have bloody well let you know then. Not like the two of you could out 


wrestle me." 


Kirk stood up, placing his hands on hips and scowling. "You think just cause you're bigger than me | couldn't.. 


OOF" 

Kirk suddenly found himself flat on his back, Nicko looming over him, pinning his arms to his sides. 

"You were saying mate?" 

Kirk grinned, batting his eyes. 

Nicko cocked his eyebrow at the sudden change. Letting go of his arms, he started to pull back, giving a loud 
grunt as Kirk's arms went around him and he flipped him over, straddling his thighs and holding his arms 


above his head. 


"Like | said, just cause you're bigger than me you don't think | couldn't have gotten you right where | wanted 


you?" 
Leaning down, he ran his tongue over Nicko’s lips. 


Brute force has its advantages though. With an easy flick of his arms, Nicko rolled Kirk onto his back and bent 


over him. 
"Oi mate, but then again, who has who?" 


Kirk moaned as Nicko bent his head and ran his tongue down his neck, gasping as his teeth sank into his 


shoulder. 

"Fuck, Nick!" 

Soft, sucking kisses butterflyed back up, reaching the spot below his ear, a hot tongue swiping over the lobe 
and pulling it into Nicko's mouth, his teeth nibbling gently before moving his lips over Kirk's jaw and finding his 


mouth. 


After all, if you're gonna do something you might as well do it right. Right? Yeah. In for a penny in for a pound 
and all that good stuff. 


Kirk whimpered, his hips thrusting up against Nicko's thigh as their tongues explored, rubbing his cock against 
the muscled leg, feeling Nicko's own hard shaft pressing into him. Forcing himself to tear his mouth away, Kirk 
wrapped his hand in Nicko's hair, pulling his head back. 


"Nick stop, fuck man we can't do this, Dee will have our heads if we don't get downstairs." 


With a groan, Nicko buried his face in Kirk's neck. Taking a deep breath, he rolled over, letting go and forcing 


himself under control. 
Kirk slid quickly off the bed, looking back at the naked and very aroused drummer. 


"Later Nick, | promise, believe me | don't want to stop any more than you do. But a pissed off Dee is not a 


pretty sight" 
Unable to help himself, Kirk moved back to the bed and bent over to give the head of Nicko's cock a quick lick. 


Nicko groaned, his head turning to watch Kirk move toward the door. With a last glance, and a very audible 
sigh, Kirk blew him a kiss and left, closing the door behind him. 


Nicko scowled at the wooden barrier. Fuck, time for a very cold shower. Later then 


Much later. 


After a cold shower, lifted the old sac damn near into his belly it did, he dressed and hurried downstairs, 
grabbing a few bites before heading into the hall. 


"Nicko!" Delilah appeared out of nowhere, grabbing his arm and pulling him along. "What took you so long? | knew 


sending Kirk to wake you was a bad idea. The man is constantly horny." 
He wasn't the only one. 


Nicko stopped dead, pulling his arm from her grasp and staring open mouthed at the crowd of people waiting 
for them. 


"Ok, strip and go stand there," Delilah pushed with one hand and pointed with the other. "Well, strip to a point 


Nicko, leave your underwear on. You ARE wearing them aren't you?" 

Nicko nodded, the flush creeping back at the scolding tone of her voice. 

"Good! Now MOVE please! There's a lot to do and very little time." 

That was pretty much the last thing Nicko clearly remembered. The rest of the morning was a blur of hands, 
pins, material, commands and general chaos as he was fitted, tailored, and molded by so many people he lost 
count. Every once in a while he would catch a glimpse of Delilah, issuing orders, making notes and once or twice 


he would have sworn he saw her crack a whip. 


Kirk appeared at lunchtime, plate in hand and sitting with him while he wolfed down the sandwich. Nicko set the 


empty plate beside him, trying to steal a few more minutes of peace before someone noticed he was done. 


"IFI be worth it you know." Kirk's voice was soft as he ran his fingers up Nicko's leg. "She's the best, and she 
takes a lot of pride in what she does." 


"I can tell” Nicko turned his head, giving him a grin. "She's quite the dictator." 
Kirk snorted. "Please, don't mention dictators...” 

Nicko screwed his face up. "Kirk, listen, | wanted to ask you..” 

"NICKO!" 

Dee's voice rang out from the other side of the room. 

"Are you STILL eating?" 


Pushing himself up off the sofa, he looked down at the dark skinned guitarist. Reaching out, he ran his finger 
over the line of his jaw, wondering at the different feel of the skin. 


"Later then?" 
Kirk smiled up at him. 
"Wouldn't miss it for the world" 


Back to work. Back to standing with his arms held out, his legs spread as material was tucked and pinned, 
measured and checked, layered and wrapped and tucked. Nicko was quite fed up with it all, he was tired, his 
muscles hurt from standing still so he didn't get stuck with pins, he had quite a few places that hurt from 
being stuck with pins (including one very rough moment when an inseam pin went astray and pierced his balls - 
made that fellow jump now didn't he?) and he was right at the end of his tether when in a sudden burst of 


chaos it was over. 


Someone shooed him gently toward the pile of clothes he had discarded earlier, and with a sigh of relief he 
pulled the jeans on and stretched. 


Delilah walked over to him and wrapped her arms around his waist, hugging him tight against her. Nicko cupped 
her face, actually having to pull it down a bit to kiss her lightly. 


"Done?" 


"Done. Well, your part is. Now it all has to be sewn and ready for you to take with you when you leave 


tomorrow." 


Nicko frowned. Tomorrow? Bloody hell, he had to go back already? 

"Time flies when you're having fun" Delilah laughed. 

She gave him another quick kiss before stepping back and picking up her ever present binder. 
"Nicko, enjoy yourself. No hang ups, no stress, just have fun. I'll see you before you leave." 
With a wave, she turned and left, leaving him standing open mouthed. 

"Ahem" 

He grinned. 

"Hey mister, come here often?" 

Nicko turned, seeing Kirk sitting on the floor by the wall. 

"No actually, this is my first time." 

Kirk rose, walking slowly toward him, looking very much like a cat stalking its prey. 

"Need someone to show you around?" 

Nicko pursed his lips. 

"Might not be a bad idea mate, got someone in mind?" 

Kirk narrowed his eyes, leaning his body against Nicko's. 

| was thinking maybe | was the one for the job." 

Nicko nodded, bringing his arms up to pull Kirk tighter to him. 

"There's a bit of a problem though mate." 

Kirk dropped his eyes, a look of worry on his face. 

"Not without Dee right?" 


Nicko laughed. 


"No mate, you just gotta feed me first" 


He felt Kirk relax against him, his breath catching as those dark eyes looked up at him, those smooth arms 


sliding around his neck. 
"| think | can arrange that." 
Nicko growled, his cock jumping to life. 


"Well let's get to it then, cause | already know what | want for dessert” 


Ok, fast forward though the meal. Little touches, some intense looks, hurry up and get bloody done already. No 
idea what you had, the only taste in your mouth was lust. A soft kiss and he's gone, leaving you to drool with 
anticipation. 

"Give me ten minutes Nick, and I'll meet you in your room ok? | just want to make things right.” 

Eyes following him as he leaves the room, cock already hard and ready for whatever will happen. All new, well 
not all new, a brief taste before, but looking forward to it like a kid on Christmas morning. Never thought -- 
but that's what life's about, innit? New experiences. 

Been ten minutes yet? 


Close enough. 


Bounding up the stairs, half running down the hall to stop in front of the door. A quick wipe of the hands on 
the jeans, palms feel a bit damp you know. 


A slight tremble as you reach for the knob, turning it slowly and pushing the door open. 
Bloody ‘kin hell. 
Kirk looked up from his position on the bed, his eyes dark as he ran them over Nicko's body. Nicko felt like he 


was rooted in the doorway, watching as Kirk slid off the bed and walked toward him. Taking his hand, he drew 


him into the room, reaching past and pushing the door closed. 
"Nick" 


Raising his hand to his mouth, he ran his tongue over the pads of Nicko's fingers. 


"If you change your mind let me know." 

Slipping a finger into his mouth and sucking, drawing it deeper and twisting his tongue around. 
Nicko shook his head. 

"No change mate." 


His hand traced the curve of Kirk's jaw, his eyes growing heavy as he watched his finger moving back and 


forth in that hot mouth, his cock demanding to know why it wasn't there instead. 

Stepping closer, he lowered his head, pulling his finger from Kirk's mouth and placing his lips there instead, his 
tongue seeking entry into that moist cavern. Kirk moaned, opening his mouth and letting Nicko slip his tongue 
inside, sucking on it as it moved over the roof of his mouth, his teeth, his cheeks before wrapping around his 
own and drawing it forward to explore. 

Nicko slid his arms around Kirk, reaching down to cup his arse and pull him against him, grinding cock against 
cock, the soft noises being breathed into his mouth making him even harder. Twisting away, Kirk gasped for air 
as his hands scrabbled at Nicko's shirt, trying to push it up enough to slide his hands under. 

"Nick, now, please, get the fuck out of these clothes." 

Nicko grabbed his hands, forcing them behind his back and arching Kirk's body into his. 

"You first." 

His lips moved over Kirk's throat, teeth scraping over the skin. 

Letting go of Kirk's arms, he stepped back, running his fingers over the bulge in the tight leather pants. 


"Slow Kirk, just like you did yesterday." 


Nicko sat on the edge of the bed, leaning back on his hands and letting his legs sprawl open, his hard cock very 
evident through the tight denim of his jeans. 


Kirk licked his lips, slowly unbuttoning his shirt and shrugging it off his shoulders, running his hands over his 
chest as he stared at Nicko, playing with his nipples, pinching and twisting them into hard points. Sliding his 
hands down to his stomach, he rubbed his fingers over the flames on his hips, stroking inward to the line of 
hair disappearing down into his pants. 


"Fuck" Nicko breathed, bringing one hand forward to rub his cock, stroking the shaft through his jeans. 


Kirk flipped open the button on his leathers, sliding his fingers down inside and forcing the zipper loose, letting 


his hand brush over his cock. Groaning, his head tipped back, exposing his throat as he reached down and 
cupped his balls, massaging them through the leather. 


Nicko came off the bed, unable to stand any more, grabbing Kirk's waist in his strong fingers and yanking him 
hard against him. 


Kirk gasped, as Nicko's mouth found his, sucking his lips and grinding hard, fucking his mouth with his tongue. 
Breaking the kiss Kirk moaned. "Nick, fuck Nick you're killing me, please.” 

Kirk's hands pushed frantically at the waistband of his pants, shoving them down to his thighs and letting out a 
sharp cry as Nicko's long fingers closed around his cock He thrust forward, pushing into Nicko's hand, 


fastening his mouth on his throat and sucking hard. 


Nicko groaned, the sound coming from deep in his throat as Kirk's hand found his cock, rubbing it hard through 


his jeans. 
"Kirk stop mate, slow down, you're gonna make me come before you even fucking touch me." 


Finding a strength he didn't know he had, Nicko pushed him back and held him at arms’ length, panting as he 
looked into eyes black with lust. 


"Nick. Clothes. Off. Now. You do yours and I'll do mine and last one in bed gets to bottom." 


Kirk made a good show of having trouble peeling off the tight leather, watching to make sure Nicko was 
stripped and on the bed before he got them off. 


Nicko was on his knees in the middle of the bed, watching as Kirk slowly approached him, climbing up and 
crawling across to kneel between Nicko's spread thighs. Running his fingers over his chest, he kissed Nicko 
softly. 

"| don't know what you're willing to try. | know | can't wait to get my mouth around your cock again, and | want 
it buried up to your balls in my ass. So," he gave a light push and Nicko willingly fell backwards, letting Kirk 
lean over him, "if you aren't ok with that, tell me now." 

Nicko gave him a cheeky grin 

"Short of small animals and maybe some severe pain, can't think of a thing I'm not up for. 


Kirk laughed, wrapping his fingers around Nicko's shaft and stroking it, his touch firm. 


"Oh, you're up for it alright.” 


Dropping his head he ran his tongue over the tip, licking up the precum leaking from it. 
"Fuck, you taste good." 


Opening his mouth, he let the head slip inside, lapping softly at the underside as he slid down, sucking strongly 
as he pulled back up, repeating the process, taking more of the shaft into his mouth each time. 


Nicko groaned, twining his fingers in the black curls and watching through heavy eyes as Kirk sucked him. ‘Kin 
hell the man was good at this; his cock was dancing all over that ever moving tongue. His fingers tightened in 
his hair as a hand cupped his balls, palming them and rolling them over calloused fingers, squeezing with just 
the right pressure. His hips moved instinctively, thrusting into the wet heat, fucking Kirk's mouth with short 
hard strokes. 

Kirk fought down his gag reflex, Nicko's cock poking against the back of his throat, forcing the muscles to relax 
he took him deeper, feeling the head slip down. He felt the shudder go through Nicko's body as his nose 
pressed into the hair of his groin, swallowing around the deep throated cock, drawing a loud moan. 

"Fuck Kirk, easy mate, much more of that and l'm gonna come." 

Kirk raised his head, letting Nicko's cock slide through his lips. 

"| want you to fuck me." 

Nicko nodded. 


"Then get your arse up here." 


Kirk climbed up Nicko's body, stopping on the way to lick and suck his stomach, his chest, a brief side trip to 
his nipples, over his collarbone and up his throat till he was laying full length on top of him. 


Another kiss, tongues playing, soft growls and moans as their cocks rubbed together, skin sticky with precum. 
"Kirk, what's the best way to do this?" 

Running his tongue over Nicko's jaw, Kirk thought for a moment. 

"How do you want to do it Nick? | can get on my knees and bend over, or you can..shit!" 

Kirk suddenly found himself on his back, Nicko leaning over him. 

‘Like this, | want to see your face." 


Kirk smiled. 


"Good, | was hoping you'd say that." 


Nicko slid his hand down Kirk's body, not much to him but what was there was strong and tight. His skin felt 
different than a woman's but just as good, hot and damp with sweat. 


"Nicko, please. Later, you can do whatever you want to me. Touch me, lick me, kiss me but right now if you 


don't fuck me l'm gonna scream." 


Kirk yelped as Nicko's fingers closed around his cock, stroking up to drag the tips over the dripping head and 
using it to coat the shaft, his hand sliding slowly up and down. 


"N..nick PLEASE!" 

Nicko leaned down for another kiss, biting his lower lip and then sucking it into his mouth. 
"Kirk, l'm just not sure..." 

"Lube Nick, g..get the lube." 


Nicko looked in the direction of Kirk's waving hand, spying a tube on the table beside the bed. Reaching over, he 


used to opportunity to nip Kirk's chest, causing another wail. 

"NICK!" 

Nicko chuckled, using his long fingers to unscrew the cap. 

Kirk grabbed it from him, his hands shaking as he squeezed some out onto Nicko's fingers. 
"Slow Nick, just use the tip of you finger and..FUCK!" 


Kirk arched off the bed as one of those long fingers worked its way into his ass. Nicko moved his finger back 
and forth, sucking and biting Kirk's neck as he loosened him. 


"Now, n.nother finger Nick. Slowly." Kirk groaned as a second finger joined the first. 

"Not hurting you am |?" 

Kirk shook his head wildly. 

Nicko twisted his wrist as he pushed back inside, almost yanking back as Kirk let out another wail. 


"Prostate Nick oh fuck do that again please!" 


Nicko began to fuck his fingers in and out, letting Kirk's responses guide him as far as what felt good, what 
felt great and what made those very sexy noises. He was fascinated by the sight of Kirk's cock, so hard it was 
stretched up to his stomach, precum dripping into a pool. 

His own cock was harder than steel, hell diamond maybe, dripping down onto Kirk's flushed skin. 

"Kirk, | have to..." 

"Please Nick, fuck me, | need your cock inside me." 

Nicko pulled his fingers free, causing another round of those delicious noises, rising up on his knees between 
Kirk's wide spread thighs. Lifting his legs he laced them over his shoulders, guiding the head of his cock to 
Kirk's hole. 


"Nick, wait, lube." Grabbing the tube, Kirk squeezed some onto his fingers and spread it over the head and down 
the shaft of his cock, tossing the tube aside and laying back down. 


"Slow Nick, just push it in slow, I'm ready but you're big." 

Nicko nodded, concentrating on easing the head of his cock inside, feeling the tight ring of muscle stretch 
around the flared end of his cock. With a soft grunt, he pressed a little harder, hearing Kirk gasp as the head 
slipped inside. 

"You ok?" 

Kirk nodded. 

"More, slow but more." 

Nicko pushed in, letting an inch or two slip inside before pulling back. 

"Good, fuck that's good. Now more." 


Another slow thrust, going a little deeper before pulling back 


Nicko grit his teeth, this was pure torture! Kirk's ass was so hot and tight, he just wanted to slam into it and 
fuck him like he'd never been fucked. 


"Fuck me Nick, just fuck me. Balls deep baby, every fucking inch." 


Nicko pulled back, holding still with just the head of his cock inside before driving his hips forward and burying 


himself to the base in Kirk's ass. 


Kirk cried out, clenching his ass around his cock. 

Nicko leaned over and kissed him, sucking his tongue as his hips began to move, pistoning his cock in and out of 
that very tight, very hot hole. Kirk's hips slammed up to meet him, fucking himself on Nicko's cock, groaning 
and gasping as it slid over his prostate, his fingers gripping Nicko's biceps. 

"Harder Nick, please baby fuck me." 

Reaching down, Kirk wrapped his fingers around his cock, jerking himself in rhythm with Nicko's hard thrusts. 
Nicko wrapped his hand over Kirk's. 


"Kirk, mate, let me." 


Kirk hissed, moving his hand and arching his back as Nicko's fingers milked his cock, hard jerks matching the 
hard pumping of Nicko's cock in his ass. 


"Come for me Kirk, come with me." 
Nicko panted, stroking in and out of Kirk hard, jarring his body with every thrust. 


Kirk keened, his body arching up and locking, his ass clamping down on Nicko's cock as his balls drew up, 
pumping hot come out of his slit, shooting over Nicko's hand and onto both their chests. 


Nicko bellowed, throwing his head back as he felt the tight squeeze of Kirk's ass as he came, emptying his 
balls into him, flexing his back to drive as deep as he could. 


Nicko collapsed, trying to fall next to Kirk more than on him, feeling the come pooled between them as he 
gasped for breath. 


"N..nick." Kirk's voice was weak, his chest heaving as he stroked the side of Nicko's face. 
Nicko picked up his head, feeling his heart beginning to slow. 
"Pull out slowly ok?" 


Nicko nodded, easing back and watching as his cock slid slowly out of Kirk's hole. Dropping beside him he rolled 


over on his back. 
Kirk turned toward him, laying his head on his chest. 


"So you want me to leave?" 


Nicko picked his head up, frowning down at the top of Kirk's head. Taking his finger and lifting Kirk's chin, he 
gazed down at those black eyes. 


"Why would | want you to leave?" 

Kirk shrugged. "Didn't know if this was a one time thing or if you wanted to try it again" 
Nicko laughed, tilting his head up further and kissing him. 

"Nah mate, | think you should stay right here." 

Reaching around, he grabbed the blanket and pulled it over them. 
"Nick?" Kirk's voice was soft and sleepy. 

"Yeah?" 

"What time do you leave tomorrow?" 

"Car comes around 4" 

"Oh, so what time did you want to get up?" 

Nicko grinned. 

"How's 3:55?" 

Kirk laughed, tucking himself closer. 


"Sounds good to me." 


Janick 
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Janick gave a quick smile to the limo driver as he ducked into the car, settling against the seat and pulling out 


the paper to read the information one more time. 
JANICK GERS 


Contact Name: C. Matthews 
Contact Number: Memory #80 (stored) 


Contact will not be available until destination is reached. Call upon arrival. 


Jan shook his head, always amazed at Rod's ability to somehow take care of the smallest detail, even going so 
far as to have the contact number stored in his phone. Leaning back, he closed his eyes as the car pulled out, 
heading to only Rod knew where. He had to smile as he wondered what the rest of the lads would be thinking 
as they began their journeys. 


Jan stretched out, throwing his long legs up on the seat and leaning back into the corner, enjoying the peace of 
not having the guys around. Not that he didn't love them to bits, they were his family, but bloody hell it was 
wonderful not to hear the constant snipping that had become a regular part of the tour. At some point he 
dozed off, the comfort of the deep leather seats and the quiet of the soundproofed car lulling him into a 


relaxed state. 

He had no idea how long he'd been asleep, waking with a start as the car came to a stop. Sitting up and rubbing 
his eyes, he reached for the window control to take a peek out, grabbing his bag from the opposite seat. The 
door opened before his fingers could touch the controls, letting in bright sunshine and fresh air, heavy with 
the scent of some flower he didn't recognize. 


"Mr. Gers, if you'll follow me." 


Jan stepped out of the car, blinking against the glare and following a rather round figure of a woman into what 


appeared to be either a very nice bed and breakfast or a stately private home. 
"Miss? Could | ask you," he began, stopping when she turned to face him and shaking her head. 
"| can't answer any questions for you Mr. Gers, just please follow me." 


Jan shrugged and wandered along behind her, looking around at the décor of the hallway, noticing the soft 


colors and almost stark decorations. 


"Not quite what | was expecting," he murmured to himself, "but then with Rod you're never sure what to 


expect." 


The woman came to a stop, opening a door on the left side of the hall and gesturing him inside. Stepping past 


her with a quick nod of thanks, Jan came to an abrupt halt as he entered the room. 
"Well bugger me, this is rather nice." 


The room was a soft cream color, and on looking closer Jan realized the walls were covered in fabric, not 
painted, the furniture was oversized and looked very comfortable, and the bed, oh that bed, he could crawl into 
it and get lost for days. Dropping his bag on the floor, he walked over and fell face first onto it, feeling it 
surround his body with softness. 


‘Oh this is lovely, just wake me when its time to leave. No snoring, no Bruce talking nonstop for hours, no Nicko 


holding forth and no ‘Arry yelling its time to leave, tune, sound check." 
"Mr. Gers?" 


Janick started, he'd forgotten the woman who had escorted him here. With a soft groan he rolled over and sat 
up. 


"Sir, 'm sorry to disturb you but breakfast will be brought to you in a few minutes, then per my instructions 


you should call your contact." 
"Right, right. Thanks." 


The woman motioned to a door. "The facilities are through there. You should unpack and make yourself 
comfortable, and if you need anything just pick up the phone and dial zero to reach either my staff or myself. 
Enjoy your stay." With a smile, she turned and left, pulling the door closed behind her. 


Jan let himself fall back onto the bed, looking up at the ceiling. At this point he didn't care if he reached his 
contact, or if he did anything but lay here in silence for days, it just felt so damn good to hear..well..nothing. 
Groaning, he forced himself to move, climbing to his feet and heading for the door to the "facilities". He 


grinned, how quaint a term for a bloody loo. 


By the time he'd grabbed a quick shower and reentered the bedroom, a cart had arrived with his meal. Drawn 


by the smells, he walked over to it, still toweling his hair, and lifted the lids one at a time. 


"Enough here for three of me. But since there's only one then | better do some justice to all this work" 
Settling himself in the chair, he piled a plate and began working his way through the piles of food. 


Thirty minutes later, he was slumped down in the chair, rubbing his overstuffed stomach and trying to figure 
out why he'd made an actual attempt to eat enough for three of him. The sudden chirp of his cell phone 
brought him to his feet with a grumble, groaning as he bent over to retrieve it from the side pocket of his 
bag. He flipped it open, frowning slightly at the display, then shrugging and answering. 


"ello?" 

"Mr. Gers?" 

The soft female voice was unfamiliar to him. 
"Yeah, and you are?" 


"My name is Corene Matthews, you were supposed to call me when you arrived. | believe you had my 


number?" 
Jan shook his head. 


"Sorry, just got settled in and hadn't had much of a chance." Janick moved back over to the chair and dropped 
back into it with a sigh. "lm thinking I'd like to relax for a bit and then give you a ring back in a bit." 


Soft laughter came through the phone. "I'm sorry Mr. Gers, but my time is valuable. | have specific time 
blocked out for you and if we don't keep to the schedule then I'm afraid you won't get the full benefits of 
what | have to offer." 


Janick pondered that for a moment, before lifting his shoulders in a shrug. 
"Well then, Corene did you say? | guess we'd better get to it" 


"If you'll return to the front door a car will be waiting to bring you to me. You need bring nothing with you, 


and | look forward to meeting you" There was a soft click as the call disconnected. 
Janick pulled the phone from his ear. "And goodbye to you as well.” 


Flipping it closed and stuffing it in his pocket, he grabbed a shirt from his bag and pulled it on. Heading to the 
door, he stopped, realizing he had no key to the room, making a mental note to stop by the desk and ask for 
one on his way out. He picked up his jacket and headed out the door, walking back the way he came. Reaching 
the entrance, he looked around, not a soul was in sight and he couldn't see anything resembling a desk or check 
in. He walked over and opened the door, seeing a man standing by an open rear door of a car, apparently 


waiting for him. 


"Just a sec mate, | need to get a key for my room." 


Jan jumped when a voice spoke from behind him. 


"You won't need a key Mr. Gers. You're our only guest and your things will be perfectly safe until your 


return" 
The same small round woman smiled at him before turning and going back inside. 


With a small chuff, Janick walked over to the car, sliding into the back and watching as the door shut with a 
soft thud. 


"Bloody hell Rod, | hope you know what you're doing mate." 


The trip didn't seem to take long, but again Janick was frustrated to find that the driver gave no information 
on where or what they were heading for. The car glided to a stop outside a large building, no markings or 
names visible on it. Jan opened the door and stepped out before the driver could even exit the car, giving him 
a wave and heading for the door. Opening it and stepping inside, Jan let out a low whistle as he looked around. 


"What the fuck is this?" 


The hallway right inside was completely bare, just a soft beige paint on the walls, the only thing breaking up 
the starkness was a door to his right, with what looked like an intercom system beside it. Jan let the outside 
door close behind him, jumping as a voice seemed to come from nowhere. 

"Welcome Mr. Gers. Please step through the door on your right." 

There was a loud buzz and Jan heard the distinct click of a lock. Not sure if he was doing the right thing he 
walked to it and reached for the handle, turning and pulling it open slowly. Seeing a corridor he hesitated for a 
moment, then stepped through, the door closing automatically behind him and the lock reengaging with an 
audible click. 

Janick chewed his lip for a moment. 


"Fuck me. Rod, you better be damn sure of what you've gotten me into." 


The sudden appearances of a figure made him take a step back Stepping forward out of the shadows, a small- 
framed woman smiled at him. 


"| am Corene. Welcome to my studio." 


Janick grinned. Well now, this might not be so bad after all. 


She couldn't have been much more than five feet tall, with dark auburn hair and wide green eyes, her body 


lithe and supple looking in a form fitting leotard and leggings. 

"Janick love, or Jan” 

Stepping forward, he offered his hand, wanting to get a closer look. 
Tilting her head up, she flashed another smile before taking his hand. 
"Jan it is then. Please, follow me." 


Turning, she kept his hand in hers as she led him through another door, into what appeared to be an office. 
Guiding him to a chair and gesturing to him to have a seat, she finally released his hand and moved to take 
her place behind a desk. 


"So tell me Jan, what is it | can do for you?" 
Jan felt a slight blush on his cheeks. Not bloody likely she'd do what he was thinking right now. 


"Well, | don't know how much Rod told you, but I'm in a band, and we're on tour right now, and | tend to be a 


bit.." Jan broke off, trying to figure the best wording for what he was about to say. 


Corene nodded. "Right, Iron Maiden | believe he said? Sorry but lm more interested in classical than heavy 


metal so | can't say I'm familiar." 


"Right then" Jan took a deep breath. "Well, I'm very active onstage, and its like the body is willing but some 
nights it's getting to a point where | just feel bloody awful when | come off and | know I'm not getting any 
younger and what | was hoping is that maybe you could show me or teach me some things | can do before 
and after so my legs and back don't feel like they're gonna fall off or go out and sometimes even before the 
show l'm too tired and | don't want to disappoint the fans and well ‘Arry demands we give a thousand per cent 
every night and | don't want to have to hear his shite when | feel like I'm bloody dying and of course his 
‘Arryness NEVER has a bad night and so then we shouldn't and when we do he blows his cork and we end up 
in a row and so that's what I'm hoping you can do for me." Janick took a deep breath, wondering if she had 


understood any of the nonsense that had just rushed out of his mouth. 

Corene smiled. "So you're looking for me to show you some what? Stretching, exercises, a little of both?" 
"ANYTHING, just as long as it lets me give the fans a show and keeps ‘Arry off my back." Jan sighed. "That's 
not fair really, it's not that he's a bad bloke he just, well, he has a standard for Maiden and he expects 


everyone to live up to it. He pushes himself just as hard." 


Corene stood, moving back around the desk and standing in front of him. 


"Well, | can help you, but | will tell you, for the next couple of days you may think me as bad as him," she 
laughed. 


Janick grinned. "Yeah well, you're a lot more fun to look at than he is, so | can go with that." 


Corene crooked her finger. "Then follow me and we'll get you changed, and then let us see just what that body 


of yours can do." Turning, she walked toward a doorway leading deeper into the building. 
Jan rose from his chair, watching the glide of her hips with an arched brow. 


"I'd like to show you a few things," he muttered with a leer. Trailing behind her, he couldn't help the cheeky 
grin that split his face as he realized some parts of his body were already stretching quite ricely, forcing him 
to reach down and adjust his cock inside his tight jeans. 


Two hours later he was starting to wonder if she was long lost relative of ‘Arry's. A cousin, maybe, who the 
hell knew but the cheeky grin was gone and he was actually starting to miss the demanding bassist. After her 
he was going to seem like a bloody pussycat! 


The outfit was bad enough, his legs wrapped in tight spandex leggings, the t-shirt soaked with sweat and 
feeling like a wrap around his ribs which, incidentally, were heaving as he tried to suck in enough air to keep 
from passing out. As soon as he came out of the changing room he'd had a feeling he was in trouble; the 
sweet smile was gone and the sexy woman who had made him adjust his jeans was replaced by a stern looking 
taskmaster who carried a long stick and wasn't afraid to use it. Oh it started out simply enough, gentle 
stretches, bending and loosening his muscles, nothing more than he did every night before going out onstage. 


That was just the warm up.. 


Now, he was starting to feel like a pretzel, his legs should be going this way while his torso went that way and 
at the same time he should be breathing like so and don't forget to have the proper arch in your back and if 
you do forget that stick gives you a poke or a prod or once in a while a smack. And the whole time she's 


telling you that's not right it should be like this and pay attention cause if you don't you'll hurt yourself. 


Janick was trying very hard to focus while at the same time plotting evil and twisted things he was going to 
do to Rod for this. In the midst of a plan in which Rod was being pulled apart on several racks and at the 
same time having red hot needles inserted in various orifices, he realized Corene had stopped and was standing 


watching him with a small smile. 
"I think that's enough for today." 


Janick sighed, letting his legs fold and landing on the matted floor with a thump. Leaning back and stretching 


out, he took in great breaths of air and tried to ignore the aches already beginning to settle, well, everywhere. 


"Holy fuck, if you had asked me yesterday | would have said | was in decent shape." 


Corene laughed. "Decent is not what you need. For the demands you put on it you need to have your body as 


tuned as a dancer, and for all your onstage movements you aren't there yet." 
Walking over to him, she gracefully kneeled down. 


"Now, you need to get up and shower and I'll have the car take you back | would suggest a light meal then a 
good long soak, then get some rest. The real work begins tomorrow." Patting his arm, she rose and walked out 


of the studio. 
Janick groaned, pushing himself up to his feet and stumbling toward the changing room. 


"Real work? What the hell was this then? A bloody holiday?" 


A soft knocking woke Janick the next morning. Opening his eyes (well that didn't hurt) he tried to sit up (oh 
fuck that DOES hurt), groaning loudly and forcing his muscles to some semblance of obedience. 


"Come inl" he yelled, falling back down and letting the bed envelop him in its softness. He wasn't moving, he 
wasn't getting up for anything and he was going to go back and snog ‘Arry half to death and never say 
another unkind word about him again. Rod on the other hand was a different story. As soon as he could move 
he was going to remove every protruding body part the man had. A soft laugh made him lift his head and 
turn it with great care toward the door. 


Corene stood there, leaning on the doorframe and smiling at him. 
"A bit sore this morning Jan?" 
He tried to glare but even that hurt. 


"A bit? | don't think there's a part of me that isn't screaming right now" Cautiously, he wiggled his toes. Nope, 


even those hurt. 


Corene walked over and sat on the edge of the bed, laughing as he grumbled at the movement it caused. She 
reached over and touched his arm lightly. "You have to get up, otherwise you'll stiffen up even more. | promise 
you, stretching the muscles out may hurt at first, but once they heat up you'll find they feel better. Now go 
take a hot shower, then we'll head over to the studio. I'll have food brought in, and | promise it won't be as 
heavy as the meal you ate yesterday. Its not good to exercise on a full stomach you know." She stood, 


stepping back to allow him room to drag his protesting body off of the soft bed 


With a muttered curse, Jan threw the blankets off, gritting his teeth against the pain as he swung his legs 
over the edge of the bed and pulled himself up. Too late he realized he was naked; after his second soak in the 
tub he had just fallen into bed without even bothering to dress. And of course, to his chagrin, everything was 
stiff, including a part of him that hadn't been exercising. 


Corene grinned, raising her eyebrows and looking directly at that part. "Well, now that stiffness | can't take 
credit for." 


Jan snorted, cringing as he hobbled toward the loo. Yep, Rod was going to pay for this, and pay dearly... 


An hour later Jan was struggling to finish dressing in his "exercise" clothes, the simple movement of pulling a 
shirt over his head making him curse and grumble. "Should've just dressed in them before coming over here, 
not that it wouldn't have been any more embarrassing walking out with them on than it was trying to bend 

my bloody knees and walk like | didn't have a stick up my arse." Task accomplished, he concentrated on moving 


his legs forward and walking out into the brightly lit studio. 
Corene watched him enter the room, a small frown on her face. 


"Jan, | know you're in pain, after we eat I've going to give you a quick massage. You seem to be having a lot of 
stiffness in your back and | don't want you to overstrain to the point where you aren't able to play. | don't 


think your band mates would be too happy with me if that happened." 


Jan looked at her, his face suddenly splitting into a grin. "No, can't have that, if that happened then you'd find 
yourself facing off with a shortarse bassist demanding to know why you screwed up his band." Jan chuckled 
softly. The image of this small woman kicking ‘Arry's arse made him forget the pain for a moment. Oh wait, 
even better, ‘Arry kicking Rod's arse for sending him here and her then torturing and maiming him when Rod 
showed up looking for blood.. 


The image made him feel much better about the pain. 


Jan eased into the chair she had set out for him, the two not speaking but passing the time in comfortable 
silence while they ate a light breakfast of fruit. Finishing, Corene left him to relax while she went and set up 
for the massage, stepping out of the changing room and calling him over when the preparations had been 
completed. Rising to answer her light call, Jan walked a bit quicker, looking forward to feeling her hands working 
his abused muscles. Climbing onto the table and lying face down, he gave a soft sigh as her hands began to 


knead his back. 


"Good hands," he smiled as he could feel the knots beginning to unwind. He could get used to this, in fact he 
could take a nap, or at least he thought he could if he was just able to find a position that wasn't squishing his 
stiffening cock. Now wasn't this a bit of a mess, his back and shoulders were starting to relax and at the 
same time all the stiffness seemed to be heading south. Which wasn't a bad thing unless she decided to have 


him... 


"Turn over Jan, | want to work on the front of your shoulders." 

Oh fuck. 

Think cold 

Think ice cold. 

Think old wrinkled grannies, footie scores, think anything but her hands and her body and her scent. 
"Jan? Did you hear me?" 

Ok, now what? 

"Jan?" 


With a sigh, Jan turned, surprised to find the pain in his back much better than it had been. Lying flat, he 


draped an arm over his eyes, unable to face her with his hardon showing through the tight spandex. 

"Sorry Corene, it's just that, well, umm, your hands felt really good." 

"Don't worry about it Jan, if | see anything | haven't seen before, I'll just shoot it" 

Her hands went back to work on his shoulders, her fingers strong as she pushed and pulled the tense muscles 
and tendons. All too soon she stepped back. Jan would have been happy to just stay there for the rest of the 
day, in fact he had gone from being a bit embarrassed to wondering how he could claim a cramp in his groin 
and seeing if she would work that muscle for a while. 


"Ok, | think you're ready. Time to get back to work!" 


Jan sat up and watched her head back into the studio. Great, fine, wonderful. Now his back and shoulders felt 
like jelly and his cock was ready to burst through his pants. With a sigh, he slid off the table. 


Bend. 
Stretch. 
Flex. 
Twist. 


By the time he left, he'd be able to do every position in the bloody Karma Sutra. 


To his amazement, he wasn't having as much trouble today, it seemed as if his body was finally starting to 
adjust to Corene's demands. Well, parts of him were. The part of him that wanted her to demand attention was 
still having a mind of its own. He made a mental note to kill anyone who ever suggested going back to spandex 
stage outfits. He was startled to find that the morning had passed, not noticing until Corene called a break for 
lunch. Not even bothering to change, he had a quick wash then joined her in the office to eat. 


His tongue seemed to have loosened as well, and he entertained her with stories of life on the road, toning 
down some of the wilder moments but leaving the humor intact until she was laughing out loud at the antics 
of the lads. All too soon it was back to work, back to another session of sweat and - to his great relief - 
hardly any pain. The afternoon passed as quickly as the morning, and he found himself shooed gently to the 


changing room to shower and prepare for the trip back to his room. 


Stepping out of the changing room, he stopped; staring as Corene moved gracefully around the studio, dancing 
to music only she could hear. The swaying grace of her body made his breath stutter, the loose auburn hair 
swinging as she turned and dropped her shoulder before appearing to glide above the floor as she did a series 
of leaping turns. He was torn between staying and feeling like a voyeur, or slipping away without disturbing her. 
The dance was sensual and erotic and his cock made the decision for him, rooting him in place. He could have 
stood there for a minute, an hour, or the rest of his life and never grown tired of it. Without conscious 


thought, he reached down and rubbed himself gently, stroking his long fingers over the swelling shaft. 


Corene was aware of him. He didn't seem to realize the wall of mirrors was reflecting his image, the slow 
rubbing of his member encouraging her to add more to the dance, caressing movements of her hands 
skimming her breasts, bending her body to arch as if pushing against an invisible lover. He wasn't even aware 
she was using the movements to approach him, getting closer with each twist and turn, until a rapid spin sent 


her into an "accidental" collision with his body. 


Jan's hands automatically caught her as she stumbled against him, holding her back to his chest, his crotch 
against the swell of her arse. He sucked in his breath as she continued to sway, grinding against him, teasing 
his cock with her movements. 


"Corene, if you don't mean this then stop now cause I'm not going to be responsible for my actions if you keep 


rubbing on my dick" His voice was a low growl, his accent thickening. 
Twisting away, she turned to face him, smiling as she reached out and traced the outline of his cock. 


"You think you're the only one who was turned on by the massage Jan? You don't know how hard it was not to 
just slide my hands down and stroke your cock, to take care of that stiffness as well" Moving back to him, 
she placed her hands on his chest, finding his nipples and rubbing them through his shirt. "I guess | should 
warn you that | don't like games -- when | want something | go for it" Standing up on her toes, she slid her 
tongue up his neck, finding his ear and licking it softly as one hand slid down to stroke him through his jeans. 
“And Jan, | want you." 


His hands grabbed her hips, pulling her tight against him and trapping her hand between them. With a soft 


growl he buried his face in her neck, licking and biting the damp warm skin, trailing his lips over her jaw to find 
her mouth. Working his hands down to cup her arse, he pulled her tight to his body as his mouth closed over 
hers, his tongue pushing in and meeting hers, licking and sucking as they wrestled back and forth. 


Corene's hand rubbed over the shaft of his cock, her fingers squeezing the head as her teeth suddenly bit 
down on his tongue, holding it gently and laughing up into his now wide-open eyes. Pulling her head back, 
reaching up and wrapping her free arm around his neck, she continued her slow massage down over his crotch, 


cupping his balls and giving them a gentle squeeze. 


"Not here Jan. | want to suck you, to feel your mouth and tongue all over my pussy; ! want you to fuck me 


with your fingers and your cock, but not here. That nice big bed of yours comes to mind” 


Jan nodded, his breath coming in short grunts as her hand continued the steady massage of his balls. "Corene, 


love, unless you want me to come in my pants you'd better stop." 


Corene laughed, giving a last rub before bringing her arm up to lock around his neck. "Now that would be a 


waste. The car's outside, lets see if | can make you come before we get back to your room.’ 


Jan grinned, gripping her arse tighter and lifting her, feeling her legs wrap around his waist. Carrying her, he 
made his way toward the car, stopping here and there to pin her to the wall, sucking and licking the soft skin 
of her throat. Stumbling out the door, they fell into the backseat, Corene straddling his lap and grinding against 


him. 


"Not too aggressive for you am |?" Her words accompanied her movements as she slid down his body to kneel 


between his legs, leaning forward and skimming her teeth over the head of his cock. 


Jan's hips thrust up, pushing against her mouth. Aggressive? Hell, he was beginning to think he'd died and gone 
to heaven Running his hands through her hair, he watched as she unfastened the button of his pants, then 


with a smirk leaned forward and drew the zipper down with her teeth. 
"Fuck!" 


Corene tugged at the waistband, licking the base of his cock as he raised his hips to give her room to pull his 
jeans down, his cock springing up to slap wetly against his stomach. She tugged them down enough to be able 
to slip her hand under his balls, dropping her head and sucking the skin of his sac, making him writhe in 
pleasure, his breath hissing through his teeth. 


His fingers tangled in her hair, Jan dropped his head back onto the seat and let out a long groan as she sucked 
one of the firm eggs into her mouth, pressing it between the roof of her mouth and her tongue, making soft 
humming noises as she rolled it gently. Her fingers closed around the base of his cock and moved slowly 
upwards, squeezing and releasing as she tugged lightly at his nut, letting it slip from her mouth and lapping 
over to suck the other inside. His hips began to thrust, pushing his cock against her hand, trying to bury itself 
into something, anything, instinct taking over as his orgasm approached. 


Corene let his ball slip from her mouth and licked the base of his shaft, moving her fingers to the tip and 
pinching and twisting it with a gentle touch, feeling the precum wetting her fingers. A long slow lick up the 
underside of the shaft was accompanied by a long deep groan, cut off in a hiss as her mouth replaced her 
fingers at the swollen head. With a hard deep suck she took him into her mouth, sliding straight down the 
shaft to wrap her lips tight around the very base of his cock, the force drawing her cheeks in as she moved 


her hands back down to roll and squeeze his balls. 


Jan could feel his balls tighten, there was nothing he could do to stop the oncoming rush, his hips pushing up 
against her as he moaned her name, feeling the tight drag of her lips as she pulled back up the shaft, her 
tongue lashing around the head of his cock before sucking it deep again. Gritting his teeth, he fought against 
coming, until it was the next stroke that would burst his nuts, then the next, then maybe one more, her 
mouth trying to pull the come from his balls, her fingers teasing and manipulating him, wanting to prolong the 


pleasure as long as he could 
"Corene, fuck, suck it baby, harder, oh fuck..” 


His words broke off in a hard grunt as her teeth nipped the head of his cock, the sweet rush of pain 
combining with the pleasure of her unbelievable sucking sending him over the edge. His hips slammed up, 
shoving his cock deeper into her throat as he yelled his release, hot jets of come shooting down her throat as 
her fingers milked his balls, getting every last drop from him before drawing her mouth with agonizing 
slowness up the shaft and letting the head slip free. Looking up at him she smiled, running her tongue over her 
lips and watching him as he panted harshly, trying to catch his breath. Climbing back up to straddle his legs, 
she leaned forward and nuzzled his throat, feeling his rapid pulse against her lips. 


The car slowed and then stopped. Jan lifted his head and opened his eyes, realizing they had arrived back at 
the house. Cupping her face and pulling her head back to look into her eyes he smiled before bringing her lips 
to his for a gentle kiss. 


"I think you achieved your goal." 

Corene winked at him, sliding off his lap and climbing from the car, watching as he lifted his hips and pulled his 
jeans back up, tucking his cock back inside and fastening them before following her from the car. Jan wrapped 
his arm around her waist as he got out, tucking her to his side as he walked toward the door. 

As soon as they stepped inside, Corene gave him a hard pinch on his arse then twisted away, laughing back 
over her shoulder as she ran down the hall. Jan stopped, not sure what she was doing until he saw her duck 
inside his room, then giving chase, throwing open the door to find her kneeling on his bed in nothing but her 
panties, twisting and pulling her nipples as she waited for him. 


"Took you long enough, | had to start without you!" 


She dissolved into laughter as he made a flying leap and tackled her on the bed, the laugh changing to a sharp 


intake of breath as his mouth closed over her nipple, flicking it with his tongue before closing his teeth and 
tugging it sharply. Corene tangled her fingers in his hair, tugging it sharply and moaning as his mouth sucked 
and bit, his tongue then licking a path to her other breast and teasing that nipple as well. 


Jan hooked his fingers in the waistband of her panties, pulling them down and slipping his fingers between her 
legs, spreading her lips and rubbing her clit slowly. Licking and sucking across her stomach, he used his tongue 
to fuck into her belly button, making her shiver and moan before falling back onto the bed. Pushing her hips 
up, she rolled the panties down over her thighs, bringing her legs up and sliding them off one side at a time, 
then bending her knees and bringing them up to her chest, leaving herself wide open for Jan's exploring mouth. 


Jan trailed his tongue down, teasing the top of her slit and licking her through his stroking fingers, hearing the 
muffled scream as his tongue ran rapidly back and forth over the hard bud. Slipping his fingers down through 
the wet slit, he fastened his mouth over her clit, sucking gently and tapping it with his tongue, easing a finger 
inside her, pulling it back and thrusting it in, spreading her open for his cock. 


Corene twisted her hands in the sheets, curling her leg around his back and using her heel to push him against 
her, her breathing getting harsh as his finger slowly fucked her, his mouth teasing her clit. She cried out as 
he scraped his teeth over her sensitive flesh, working another finger inside her at the same time, speeding his 


strokes up, lapping faster, bringing her closer with every moment. 


"Oh god Jan yes, harder, fuck me harder, please baby." Corene rocked her hips, pushing her pussy against his 
face. "Make me come god your fingers feel so fucking good | can't wait to feel your cock inside me, please 


baby...” 


Her legs wrapped tight around him as her body arched, the inner walls of her pussy clamping down on his 
fingers as a high keen tore from her throat, his tongue flicking over her swollen clit as her juices poured over 
his fingers. Jan pressed his fingers deep, letting her ride them as she came, easing back to tease her clit 
gently as her body relaxed. Lifting his head, beginning to thrust his fingers back and forth in her still grasping 
hole, moving up to kiss her, letting her taste herself on his lips and tongue before withdrawing from her to 


climb off the bed. 


Corene watched through heavy eyes as he pulled off his shirt, whimpering low in her throat as he ran his 
hand over his swollen cock before unfastening his jeans and sliding them down, stepping out of them and 
returning to kneel on the bed. Reaching out he grabbed her ankle and lifted her leg over his shoulder as he 
moved forward on his knees, holding his cock in his hand and rubbing the tip up and down her wet slit until she 
was shivering, panting in her need to have him inside her. 


| want to fuck you." His eyes dark with lust, his accent thick, Jan leaned over her, teasing her hole with the 


head of his cock. 


Corene could only nod, throwing her head back and moaning as his cock pushed inside her, stretching her open 
around the head and sinking the shaft inside, moving deeper until the rough hair at his groin was pressed 


against her, his balls resting against her ass. Leaning back down he ran his tongue over her lips, pressing 


against her teeth and finding hers, twining around and drawing it back into his mouth as his hips began to pull 
back, leaving just the tip inside before thrusting deep again, long slow strokes making her pant against his 
mouth. 

Bringing her other leg up over his shoulder, Jan thrust in and out, every stroke of his cock pressing her g- 
spot, his fingers pinching and rubbing her clit, his balls slapping against her ass. Soft grunts left his throat 
with every deep push, gaining speed and force as her hips rose to meet him, the sounds of their bodies hitting 


and sliding combining with the hard breaths and sounds of pleasure. 


Dropping his head, Jan moved back and forth, licking and biting her nipples, arching his back to reach his cock 
farther inside her, feeling his balls tighten as her slick walls milked at his shaft. 


"Soon love, oh fuck soon baby, can't hold back." Gritting his teeth, Jan stabbed his cock rapidly into her, feeling 


her nails dig into his arms. 


Corene shrieked, her back arching like a bow as she pushed up at him, her body exploding in orgasm, her 
breath locked in her throat as her pussy clenched tight around his cock. 


Jan roared, throwing his head back and driving his hips forward, grinding against her as his cock spurted into 
her, forcing deeper with every jet of come, feeling his balls empty into her. 


Panting, gasping, small shudders shaking them both they moved slowly against each other, wringing the last bit 
of pleasure from the moment before crashing to the bed and trying to catch their breath. 


Jan carefully eased out of her, rolling to lay on his back beside her and reaching over to gather her in his 
arms and pull her to him, stroking her hair back and rubbing her cheek as they waited for their hearts to 
slow down. 

"Bloody... 


"hell" 


Corene laughed and rubbed her cheek on his chest, tilting her head back to look up at him, finding his eyes on 
her. Rolling over, she slid up to lie on his chest, stretching her body out on top of his. 


"Well Mr. Gers, | think you've gotten some good use out of those muscles today." 


Jan burst into laughter. "Yeah, | can just see me explaining to Rod and ‘Arry how | need to get fucked dry 


before a show to relax." 
Corene smirked, laying her head down on his chest, snuggling deeper into his arms. 


"Well, maybe they should try it too." 


Jan groaned. "Oh please love, | do not need the image of Rod..ACK." 


Rubbing her back, feeling himself drifting off, Jan suddenly raised his head. "Hey, | just realized something, | 


don't have to leave until tomorrow night. Does this mean we have more work to do tomorrow?" 
Corene turned her head and gently bit his chest. 


"I think for the rest of your time here l'm going to have to keep you loosened up. Keep the stiffness out.." her 
voice trailed off as she settled into sleep. 


Jan grinned. He could feel himself stiffening up already. He had to remember to thank Rod, maybe even buy 


him a present. 


Closing his eyes, he tightened his arms gently around Corene and began to drift off. 


Davey 
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Contact will not be available until destination is reached. Call upon arrival. 
Ok, he could follow that, nothing to it right? 


Strolling toward the waiting car, Dave looked at the rest of the boys scattering like rats deserting a sinking 
ship. Was funny in a way, as long as he'd been with the guys, and as much as he loved them, even he was fed 
up with the constant bitching. 


Bruce, well Bruce was like a runaway train. And he was definitely tilting off track, his rows with ‘Arry were 
getting almost as bad as they'd been before he left. He needed to be stroked and petted, and if he didn't get it 


his claws were well sharpened. 


Janick, who knew with him? He kept most of it inside, never seeming to let it get to him but even his easy 
manner had been sorely tested. Physically things seemed to be telling on him as well, and with as much energy 
as he burnt off every night that was not a good thing. 


Adrian, well H, he kept it quiet most of the time, but lately there had been signs of the strain. He sure had 
been having some loud rows with the backstage people; he had seen their wardrobe lady in tears after several 


very loud confrontations. 


Nicko, something was preying on his mind, even good-natured ribbing had caused him to storm from the room, 


muttering curses. And Nicko never got upset. 


‘Arry. Well, always intense and wanting everything to be perfect, nothing where it shouldn't be and everything 
where it should. Right, control freak maybe, but it was his control that kept them going. Wasn't good for him 
though, eating him right up it was, but he just couldn't seem to let go. 


Which brings us to, well, truth be told he was tired of always being the calm, cheerful one. Nothing upsets 
Davey, nothing bothers Davey, don't have to worry about Davey. Well fuck it all, Davey was worried about 
Davey. And bothered. And upset. In fact, Davey was pretty fed up with it all. Wonder how they'd feel if they 
knew that. 


But no, put a smile on your face and give a wave, then climb in the car and head off to places unknown and 


hope Rod did what he said. 


Leaning back in the seat, Dave decided from that moment on, Iron Maiden ceased to exist. He was not one of 
the Three Amigos, he was not a famous rock and roll star, he was not anyone except plan old David Michael 


Murray. Been a long time since he'd been that now, hadn't it? 


With a long sigh, Davey leaned back in the seat and closed his eyes. Maybe, just maybe, these few days off 


would remind everyone that this was supposed to be fun 


The car turned off a main road and wound down a long, well lit drive. Davey sat up, looking out the window. 
They couldn't have come far; they'd been driving less than, what, two hours? A large one-story building came 
into view, the car rounding a fountain in the center of the curved drive and gliding to a stop in front to the 
entrance. The driver jumped out, hurrying to open the rear door and allow Dave to step onto the path, 


grabbing his bag and giving him a cheerful smile. 
"Thanks mate, have a good one." 


Davey bounced up the steps, wondering if he should ring the bell or walk in, hesitating for a moment. Before he 


could choose, the door opened and a woman stepped outside. 
"Mr. Murray?" 
Davey nodded. "That's me." 


"Please come in" Stepping back and gesturing to the door, she escorted him inside. "Your room is the third 
door on the right down that corridor, if you'd like to settle in. Dinner will be served in about an hour, and 


please feel free to take a look around until then" 


"Thanks, | could use a shower." Davey gave her another smile and headed off in the direction she had indicated. 
Reaching the third door, he opened it and stepped inside, looking around and giving a low whistle. "Not exactly 
the Ritz but it'll do." 


Tossing his bag on the bed, Davey walked to the wide expanse of windows and looked out. Oh, Rod.. perfect. His 
eyes lit up as he looked over the huge expanse of green, small flags dotting the landscape here and there, the 
yellowish glow of sand and the glimmer of light reflecting off water met his eyes. Perfect, just perfect. Three 
days of nothing but rest, relaxation and golf. No fans, no band, no Iron Maiden, just Dave Murray and a set of 


clubs. 


Turning from the window, he grabbed his mobile from his pocket and called up the memory list. Finding the 
number, he hit the call button and held the phone to his ear as he opened his bag and began to unpack On the 


third ring, a soft voice answered. 

"Hello Mr. Murray.” 

Dave blinked. Nice. Soft and sweet. 

"Davey please, or Dave. How did you know it was me?" 


"I knew what time to expect you, and this number was set up for your specific use," she laughed. "My name is 


Kayla, and if it's alright with you I'll meet you at the first tee at 1:00. Or is that too early?" 

Fine, not too early. I'll just make sure to tuck in early.” 

"You do that Dave. | look forward to meeting you. Good night" 

Davey hung up, grinning as he tossed the phone onto the bed. Well, so his golf pro was a bird. Fine with him, in 
fact, maybe she could show him her swing. Stripping off, he took a quick shower and dressed in jeans and a 
shirt before wandering out of his room and back down the hall. 

"Mr. Murray | was just coming to get you, dinner is ready." 

Following her, he entered a large room, the table set for one. 


‘lm the only guest?" 


"Yes sir, we have arranged for you to have the course and our club pro to yourself for the time you're here. 


Please, sit down and enjoy your meal." 


Davey shrugged, giving her a smile and nod of thanks before taking his seat. Lifting the covers off the serving 
dishes, he began to fill his plate. 


"Well Rod, nice going mate, | could get used to this." 


A soft but persistent knock on his door woke him early the next morning. Opening his eyes and pulling himself 
up, Davey looked around at the clock 


"6:30 in the fucking morning. How bloody long has it been since my arse was up then.. unless of course | was 


still up from the night before?" 


Wrapping the sheet around himself, he wandered to the door and opened it a crack. 


"Good morning Mr. Murray. Coffee and tea are set up in the dining room for you, as well as some pastries and 
muffins in case you're hungry. I'll show you to the course when you're ready.” With a smile, the woman turned 
to walk away. 

"Wait, what's your name?" 

She stopped, turning to face him. "Angela." 

Davey nodded. "Right Angela, mine is either Dave or Davey, can we drop the Mr. Murray stuff?" 

"As you wish," she nodded. "I'll see you in a few minutes then.. Dave." 

Davey nodded and shut the door, walking back over to the bed and stretching. A quick wash, throw on some 
shorts and a shirt, grab his gloves and off for something to take the last of the cobwebs away. Still munching 
on a muffin, he followed Angela outside. 

"Kayla is waiting for you over by the first tee. Have a great round." 

Davey nodded, walking toward the woman standing next to a golf cart, squinting slightly to get a better look. He 
stopped, his jaw dropping open as she stepped up to the tee, swinging effortlessly and sending a ball sailing 
down the fairway. 

"Bloody hell, she isn't playing around. She drives better than, well, me." 

Strolling closer, he watched as she leaned over and pulled the tee. "Nice arse too." 

She turned suddenly, a smile on her face. 

"Thanks Davey, it helps to have some muscle to put in your swing.’ 

Davey flushed, realizing she must have heard him. 

"Err, sorry, didn't mean to.." He trailed off, grinning at her as he took a closer look. 

Fairly long blonde hair, pulled back into a ponytail, big blue eyes, a great smile and a very firm athletic body. 
Tanned, toned and looking good. Ok, three days of lessons from her, wonder what | can teach her in return? 
Davey knew he was grinning like an idiot, but she was grinning right back so it must be ok 

Stepping forward, she offered her hand. "I'm Kayla, and I'm really looking forward to this. It's not often | get to 
work one on one with someone for three days, and | can't wait to see how much improvement this gives you. 


There's so much to do, so lets get started. | thought we'd play a round and that will give me a chance to 


study your form and see where | can help you best." 


Davey held onto her hand, still looking at her eyes, bright blue standing out in a tanned face. 
"Dave? Ummm, | kind of need that back." 
Davey dropped her hand and stepped back, blushing. "Sorry." 


"That's ok, just hard to grip a club with one hand" Kayla winked at him. She turned and walked over to the 
green, reaching into her pocket and pulling out a tee. "Ready to play?" 


Davey nodded. "Sure, ready when you are." His eyes narrowed as she bent over and set the tee in the grass. 


Really nice arse... 


Ok, so maybe he did need some pointers. 


Looking at the scorecard, by the Tth hole she was kicking his arse. By the llth, he was starting to wonder if 
he'd ever played the game before. By the I5th, he was wondering why he'd ever wanted to play. At the [8th he 
had pretty much decided he was going home and using his clubs for something other than golf. 


Climbing into the cart for the drive back to the clubhouse, he looked at Kayla with a sigh. 
"I really have played before you know." 


"I know, but remember, this is my home course. | know it like the back of my hand" She smiled, reaching over 
and patting his hand. "This is your first time on it, and | saw some things we can work on. Let's go talk about 
them, and then if you feel up to it we'll go over to the driving range for a bit before lunch." 


Davey couldn't help himself, stealing glances at her as she guided the cart back to the clubhouse. Her legs, not 
overly long but very well formed, tanned the whole way up to where her shorts began. Wonder how much 
further up that tan goes. With a small shake of his head (get the mind back on golf there Davey), he turned his 
head, pursing his lips slightly and thinking about anything except how strong those thighs looked and wondering 
if she liked to... 


"Davey?" 
Startled from his daydream, he looked at her. 


"Thought | lost you there." Kayla climbed from the cart, waiting for him to step out and join her before 


walking inside. Leading him to a small room, she pointed to a table before disappearing through a door. 


Davey took a seat, and had a quiet word with himself. "Right, ok, golf. Think golf. Clubs and balls and oh fuck, 
not THAT set of balls Davey, get your mind off getting in her pants and back on the task at hand. You're not a 


bloody schoolboy anymore, you should be better able to control yourself and not every woman is looking for a 


quick shag you know." He shifted in his seat; suddenly glad he was wearing loose fitting shorts. 


"Ok, here you go." Kayla returned, setting a pitcher of iced tea on the table and taking the seat next to him. 


Pouring two glasses, she set one in front of him, a small frown on her face. 

"Couple things I'd like to work on first. Your hips aren't quite in line when you're hitting on your power drives, 
which is not only causing you to lose distance but is giving you a slice. So, we can work on that on the driving 
range." 


Davey nodded. Sip of tea Concentrate mate. 


"Then, with your short drives you tend to keep your feet a bit close together, we need to work on opening 


your stance 

Another sip of tea Ok, once we open my legs how about yours? Oops. Just nod again 
"And when you putt, you tend to push the ball, so that will be another area to work on" 
Bigger sip. Try not to think how you could get into her hole well enough 

"Davey? You ok? You're awfully quiet" Kayla looked at him, a small smile on her lips. 


"Err, yeah Kayla I'm fine. Just trying to concentrate on what you're saying. Seems like my game needs a lot of 


improvement." 
Picking up her glass, Kayla leaned back in her seat, watching him over the rim. "Well, everyone always has 
room for improvement, and l'm looking forward to showing you how much better it can be when you have the 


hang of good club handling, position and stroking." 


Ok, that was 100 big a sip. Choking, Davey set his glass down quickly, struggling to catch his breath. Kayla 


patted him on the back, her face a mask of concern. 

‘lm ok," he gasped, trying to breathe. "Just went down wrong.’ 

Kayla nodded, "I know that feeling.” Settling back in her chair, she took another drink, still watching him closely. 
"Whenever you're ready we'll head over to the driving range. If we do this right, we can get in another 18 holes 
after lunch." 


"Ready when you are." 


So the driving range really isn't a whole lot of fun. Bucket of balls, hitting the same shot over and over, quite 
boring actually. Well, normally boring, but then again normally there isn't a very nicely formed bird pressed up 
against your arse and back, arms wrapped around your waist showing you the proper grip. 

"RELAX Davey," Kayla giggled. "You're so tense." 

Tense? You want tense wrap those hands around MY driver. Davey really was trying to pay attention, but 
right now all his brain cells seemed to have settled in his pants. Bloody hell, not like he didn't get laid on a 
regular basis, not like he was 20 years old and music and sex were pretty much the only two things he 
thought about now was it? Ok, maybe they still ranked pretty high on his thought list, but this was too muchl 
With a sigh, he straightened up, biting back a groan as his back pressed to her breasts. 


"I'm sorry Kayla, | just can't seem to concentrate." 
y nay'a !J 


Ok, why isn't she backing up? Why are her hands still over mine on the club and why is she still leaning against 
me? 


"What's wrong?" Letting go of his hands, Kayla placed her fingers on his hips. "Still thinking about the wrong set 
of balls?" Her fingers slid over the waistband of his shorts, meeting at the button of his fly. 


Davey groaned, partly from her fingers, and partly because he realized she must have heard his conversation 


with himself in the clubhouse. 


"Want to know something Davey? When they told us you were coming down here, | volunteered to work with 


you." 


Hmmm, somehow the button had opened... 
"See, | know who you are, and I've always thought you were, well, hot." 
Ok, her hand is now sliding inside the waistband. Steady Dave. 


"And | don't usually do this sort of thing, but | decided the first time | saw you that | wasn't going to pass up 


the chance 

Hand inside now, fingers just a breath away from a very hard cock 
"Not going to let it, ah, slip through my fingers should | say?" 
Davey arched his back as her fingers wrapped around his shaft. 


"| think | see, or should | say feel, why you're so tense Davey. | think | can help you with that too." 


Drawing down the zipper, Kayla tugged his cock free, her hand holding it just below the head. Davey groaned, 
leaning his head back as her strong hand squeezed him firmly, her thumb rubbing over the tip. The soft glove 
she wore caused a unique friction as her hand began to stroke him, sliding down to the base then back up, 


dragging against the soft skin 


Dropping the club, Davey reached back and grabbed her arse, pulling her tighter against him and kneading the 
firm cheeks. Turning his head, he sought her mouth, thrusting his tongue inside as his cock thrust into her 
hand. Her fingers were nothing short of amazing, strong and firm against him as she worked up and down his 
painfully hard shaft, twisting and pinching the head of his cock before slipping back down, drawing moans from 
him that echoed through her mouth as their tongues played. 


A sharp grunt against her lips when her free hand found his balls, palming the orbs and rolling them around, 
giving a firm squeeze and bouncing them over her fingers. Davey thrust his hips, fucking her hand as her 
fingers milked his cock. 

"Kayla, you're gonna make me come." 

Her tongue traced his ear as her hands continued to torture him. 

lm trying To." 

“But..oh fuck!" A shudder ripped through him as her teeth nipped the side of his neck. 


"We have lots of time Davey. You didn't think that all | wanted from you was just this did you?" Her hand 


moved faster, matching the thrusts of his hips. "Come for me Davey." 


Davey groaned, leaning his head back on her shoulder, letting the feelings overtake him, pumping his hips hard. 
With a shout, his body arched, hips jutting out as his cock jumped in her hand, his balls tightening and forcing 
his seed into the shaft, thick strings of come shooting from the slit into the grass and over her hand as she 


wrung the last drops from him. 

Panting, he sagged against her, whimpering as her fingers teased the sensitive flesh. "Fuck that was...” 

"Nice," she purred, tucking his softening cock back into his shorts. Davey watched as she zipped and buttoned 
his fly, taking deep breaths. Turning to face her, he slid his arms around her waist and leaned his forehead 
against hers. 


"Nice. Well, | was thinking it was a bit more than that." 


Kayla moved her head, bringing her lips against his. "Oh boy, you ain't seen nothing yet." Kissing him softly, she 
patted his arse before pulling away from him. 


"Now, think you can get your mind on golf?" 


Davey grinned. "Maybe." 

"DAVEY!" Kayla laughed as she slapped his hand. "You're incorrigible!" 
"What?! ME?!" Davey grinned at her, backing up as she advanced on him. 
"Yes you! You're supposed to be concentrating on watching my form." 

| was watching! | just couldn't tell how far apart your legs were!" 

Kayla folded her arms, giving him a glare, trying to fight back her own grin 
"So you had to feel how far apart they were?" 

Davey nodded. "Yeah, see how far up my hand would fit.” 

"And do you have a better idea now?" 

‘I'm not sure, | may have to try it again" 


Kayla gave up, throwing her hands in the air and laughing at him. "Ok, | think that's enough driving range 
practice. Let's go get lunch then I'll take you back out on the course and show you..” 


"Oh brilliant idea, more hands on stuff?" 


Kayla cocked her hip and winked at him. "If you're really good it might be more than hands." With a shriek, she 
dodged away from his sudden lunge at her, laughing as she ran and jumped in the cart. "Come on Davey, time 


to behave like a gentleman and escort me to lunch." 


Davey gathered the clubs and headed to join her. Dropping them into the bag, he took his seat and propped his 
foot on the dash. He reached over and ran his hand up her thigh, grinning as she swatted at him. Golfing with 


Nicko was certainly never this much fun 


Back in the clubhouse, they settled at the same table, looking over the choices and ordering their meal. Davey 
reached over and trailed his fingers up Kayla's arm, grinning as he felt her shiver. "So we have the course to 


ourselves right?" 


Kayla nodded, a small smile playing across her lips. 


"Well then, | think we ought to have a bit of fun" Davey leaned closer, lowering his voice. "Maybe a bit of a 


wager?" 
"What did you have in mind? And stop that!" 

"Stop what?" Davey looked at her, trying to appear innocent: 

Kayla grabbed his fingers that had been making their way up her thigh. 

"Are you always this bad?" 

Davey bit his lip. "No, but Im not always this horny either.” 

Kayla snorted. "Why do | find that hard to believe?" 

Davey widened his eyes. "No really, well, | mean when you come offstage and you all you tend to be a bit, you 
know, but | can't say golf has ever had this effect on me. Then again if it did poor Nicko would be hiding every 


time | pulled out my clubs." 


Davey jumped as Kayla's hand suddenly closed over his crotch. "I hope not, I'd hate to think that you and Nicko 


were..ah..." 


Davey burst out laughing. "Nicko? Now there's a thought. No, can't say | can quite see that, either for him or 


me. 
They pulled away as the food arrived, keeping the conversation light as they ate. Finishing, Davey excused 
himself, going outside for a quick smoke while Kayla completed her meal, ducking round behind the door when 
he saw her coming. 


"Davey?" Kayla stepped out, frowning. 


She shrieked as he grabbed her, wrapping his arms around her waist and pulling her back against him, rubbing 


his cock over her arse. 

"You goof!" laughing, she reached around and pinched him. "You scared mel" 

Growling into her ear, Davey pushed his hips into her. "That's not all I'm gonna do. So, up for a bit of a wager?" 
"| don't think I'm the one who's up!" 


Twisting away from him, she headed toward the cart. "However, I'm always interested in a bet that benefits 


me, what did you have in mind?" 


Davey followed, shoving his hands in his pockets and watching the sway of her hips. 


"How about, whoever is ahead at each hole gets to pick? If you win the hole | do what you want, if | win you 


do what | want?" 
Climbing into the cart, they eyed each other. 


Kayla nodded. "Ok, but remember, my course, so you'd better have that tongue warmed up cause it's gonna be 


very busy." 


Davey leaned over, cupping the back of her head and pulling her toward him. "Well then, let's get it properly 


warmed then." 


Placing his mouth over hers, he flicked her lips with his tongue, pressing it between and sliding it into her 
mouth. With a soft moan, she reached up and twisted her fingers into his hair, sucking his tongue deeper, 
stroking it with hers. Breaking the kiss, she glared at him. "Wait a minute, are you trying to distract me?" 


Davey couldn't hold back the cheeky grin that split his face. "Did it work?" 


Shaking her head. Kayla started the cart and headed for the green. "Nope, and just for that I'm not gonna let 


you win a single hole." 


Davey smirked. With a bet like this, even losing wouldn't be such a bad thing. 


DAMN. Not only did she win the first hole, she did it by two strokes. Ok, a kiss, that would work. Drawing her 
into his arms, Davey bit her lower lip softly, dragging his tongue over it and then closing his mouth over hers, 
pressing his tongue inside and drawing hers forward into his mouth, feeling it rub against his teeth and over 


the roof of his mouth. 
Back to the cart, his cock already hard, shifting around and trying to sit comfortably as they headed for two. 


SHIT. Again, she out played him, although he did cry foul when she distracted him on his putt, standing there 
running her fingers up and down the grip of her club. Hmmm. No kiss this time, this time she wanted to be 
stroked, guiding his hand between her legs and rubbing herself on his fingers. He could feel her wetness, his 
other hand stroking himself gently through his shorts as her fingers dug into his shoulders, a soft breathy 
moan ghosting into his ear. He muttered with disappointment when she pulled back, her eyes bright in her 
flushed face. 


Back to the cart. Three. And this was a bitch of a hole, par 5, over a wickedly placed sand trap. 


FUCK. Ok, so this time she only got him by a single stroke. Pressing his shoulders, dropping him to his knees 
and pulling his head forward. He buried his face in her, smelling her arousal as his tongue lapped her thigh, 
pushing the shorts aside just enough to lick at the soft hair. Burrowing his tongue deeper, he tasted her, 
finding her clit and rubbing it with the tip of his tongue, feeling her rock her hips up to press against his face. 
Again, she pulled back before she came, panting hard as she looked down at him. 

‘Only fifteen more to go." 

Davey groaned. He would be lucky if he hadn't come in his pants before they make it to six. 


Four. Nice easy par 3 this one. To his amazement, considering he was now trying to swing with his cock damn 


near in his belly button, they tied. Eyeing each other warily, the climbed back in the cart and headed for five. 
Five. Par 4, not too difficult, just a bit of an awkward curve to it. Tied again. 


Ok, this wasn't good, tying was not what he had in mind. He was about ready to throw the next hole just to 
get the taste of her back on his tongue and give his aching cock some relief. 


Six. Par 5 again. Oh this was too good to be true, she sliced the first drive! Maybe she wasn't as immune to it 
as he thought. On the green now, putting for a birdie. Concentrate mate, don't let anything distract you. A nice 
gentle push of the ball and watch it roll, roll, hitting the lip of the cup and dropping in. YES! Now back off and 
watch as she takes her stance, needing to sink a 30 yarder just to tie. Watch the frown of concentration on 
her face, the drawing back of the club, the contact with the ball, rolling, rolling, slowing.. 

Davey whooped as the ball came to rest less than a yard from the cup. Rolling her eyes, Kayla stepped up and 
tapped it in. Bending over and retrieving the ball she turned to face him, cracking up at the self-satisfied grin 
on his face. 

"| worl" 

"Yes you did." 

Walking toward him, she dropped the club and ball. 

"So? What do you want?" 


Davey furrowed his brow. Well he knew what he wanted but grabbing her and pushing her down on her knees 


seemed a bit rude. 
Kayla laughed softly. "Davey, just tell me. Or show me.” 


Stopping in front of him, she reached out and cupped his balls. "You want me to suck you?" Dropping to her 


knees she looked up at him. "You want me to lick down your cock, then take it in my mouth and swallow it 


down into my throat?" Her fingers undid his pants. "Roll the head over my tongue and suck it until you come?" 
Reaching in and tugging him free. 


Davey nodded, wrapping his hand around her ponytail and pulling her closer, throwing his head back and letting 
out a long groan as her tongue snaked over the head of his cock. That was just what he wanted. 


Her mouth was hot, her lips closing behind the head and using the tip of her tongue to tease the slit, lapping 
up the precum leaking out. Drawing her head back, she let it roll over her lips, turning her face and rubbing it 
over her cheek, leaving a trail of wetness over her skin, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and stroking it 
as she brought her lips back to rest on the tip. Soft, sucking kisses, drawing more juices from him, flicking her 
tongue down the underside and tracing the vein, all the way down to lap at his balls, never stopping the 
stroking, twisting motion of her fingers. 


"Fuck Kayla, I'm too fucking hot to take much. Just suck me." 


With a nod, she moved her head back, giving a quick lick to the head then opening her mouth and sucking him 
in, her lips tight as she slid down the shaft, sucking him deeper, her tongue in constant motion. Davey groaned, 
bringing his hands to cup her face, trying to keep his hips still, fighting the urge to fuck her mouth, to bury 


himself deeper in that hot wet cavern. 


He yipped as her fingers pulled his balls, all thought of being nice lost at the slight twinge of pain that shot like 
a bolt of lightening down his cock, his hips ramming forward and forcing his cock down her throat. He felt her 
gag slightly, her teeth raking on the skin as she pulled back, taking a deep breath through her nose before 
shoving her face down, taking him into her throat before pulling back to trap just the head inside. She held still 
as his hips thrust, fucking her mouth fast and hard, rolling his balls over her fingers and sucking at his shaft 
as he pumped into her mouth, lapping and licking at the hard bar of flesh. 


"Oh FUCK!" A long groan, a hard thrust of his hips that arched his back and Davey lost control, grinding his 
teeth as his cock exploded in her mouth, her throat working as she swallowed his come, squeezing and rolling 
his balls to milk him dry. Staggering back, his cock slipping from her lips, the last drops of his come splashing 
on her cheek as his knees gave out, sending him down on his arse. Lying back, he took in deep gulps of air, 


closing his eyes and trying to catch his breath. 
Kayla smiled, using her fingers to scoop up the last drops and sucking them clean as she moved forward on 


her knees to lie between his legs, propping her chin oh his stomach. Lifting his head he looked down at her, 
grinning and reaching down to tweak her nose. 


"That was." 
"Nice?" Kayla grinned back at him. 


"Bloody fantastic." 


Lifting herself up, Kayla crawled up over his body and gave him a soft kiss. Davey reached for her, grumbling 
as she pulled back 


"Oh no, we have |2 more holes to go bud, and now | have to kick your ass." 

Standing, she laughed at him as he groaned. 

"I think you already did." 

Climbing to his feet, Davey shivered as her hands touched him, stroking a little before tucking him back inside 
and fastening his shorts. He retrieved the clubs and balls, following her back over to the cart and putting them 
in the bags before climbing in. Looking over, he caught her eye, leaning to her and kissing her jaw, sliding his 
lips to hers and pulling her to him for a long, deep kiss. 


"So what happens when you kick my arse?" 


Kayla smiled. "Oh | have my revenge all worked out, you just keep that tongue of yours warmed up Mr. 


Murray.” 

Seven. Par 4. A bit of a tricky putt but managed to tie. 

Eight. Par 4. Damn, never thought playing this well would be so little fun 
Nine. Par 3. Easy hole, too easy to throw. 

Ten. Par 6. Ah, now here was a chance. 


Concentrate on the tee shot, don't want her to think you're trying to lose. Fuck, a nice straight shot, well down 
the green. Ok, maybe a bit of a miss on the second shot, pulling it to the right and getting in the rough. 


"Davey" 
iina 

"Stop trying to throw the game 

"What? | wouldnt do that! | just lined up a bit wrong!" 
"Yeah right” 


Ok, be a bit more careful mate. Not so obvious. 


"DAMMIT" 

Whoa, talk about me trying to throw the game; what do you call that shot? 

"Kayla" 

"What Davey?" said through tightly gritted teeth 

"Stop trying to throw the game: 

"| didn't! Its very hard to concentrate when | can feel your eyes doing all kinds of things to me you know!" 
Davey whistled, rolling his eyes up and batting them innocently. 


Third shot. Ok, want to play like that do you? Just watch then and see what happens when | win the hole. Nice 
easy approach shot, lifting it and watching it land at the edge of the green 


"Umm, Kayla?" 

"What?" 

"You do play that you lose a stroke when your ball is in the water right?" 

Sigh. "Yes Davey of course." 

"Ok, just making sure." 

Hide the grin. She'll never expect what | want when | win this one. Long putt, ball within a couple yards of the 
cup. Nice easy stroke and watch it fall. No way for her to win, got a birdie and the most she can do is par. 
Hide the grin as she lines up her shot and drops it home. Fight the urge to laugh as she turns to face you; 
can't be just the game that has that frustrated look on her now can it? 

"Ok, your hole. Your choice." 

Davey took her club, retrieving the balls and taking them over to drop them in the bag. 


"Come here." 


Catching her round the waist and turning her, kissing the side of her neck. Reaching for the waistband of her 
shorts and sliding them down, hearing her breath catch in her throat. 


Dropping to his knees, Davey slid the shorts down her legs, leaning in to nip the front of her thigh. 


"Sit on the edge of the seat." 


Kayla nodded, lowering herself to rest her arse on the leather. Davey put his hands on her knees, pushing her 


legs apart and moving between them. 

"Lie back" 

"But l'm supposed to..." 

"Do what | want. Lie back." 

Kayla leaned back, lying along the seat, whimpering as his lips moved up the inside of her thigh. 


Licking the soft skin, Davey used his fingers to spread the lips of her pussy, dragging his tongue over the top 
of the soft hair and flicking her clit several times before burying his tongue deep in her slit and dragging it 
down, pressing the tip to her hole and teasing her. 


"Oh god Davey...” 


He grinned, pushing the tip of his tongue inside her and twisting it, pulling it out and licking back up her slit, 
finding the hard bud and tapping it softly. Bringing his mouth closer, he closed his lips around it, sucking it deep 
and using his tongue to lash around it, feeling her shudder at the touch, her fingers twisting into his hair and 


urging him closer. 


Davey stiffened his neck, preventing her from pulling him in, grinning as he heard her moan in frustration as 
his tongue continued it's teasing of her clit, dragging his fingers down to rub her opening, sliding them lower to 
spread her juices down over her crack, feeling her muscles tighten as he ran the tips of his fingers over the 
tight ring of muscle. Slipping his fingers back up, he blew softly on her wet skin as he pushed one of them 
inside, her body arching into the thrust, a small scream tearing past her lips as her leg hooked around his 


back. 
Thrusting his finger back and forth, twisting it inside her, he closed his mouth over her clit again, sucking 
strongly and tapping his tongue against it. He could feel her pussy clenching around his finger, her juices 


coating his hand as he fucked her, small whimpering moans accompanying the rolling of her hips. 


He slid his arm under the small of her back, lifting her to him as he slid a second finger inside, keeping his 
tongue moving over her clit as he fucked her harder, her body bucking under him. 


"Davey please! Oh god please!" 


Lifting his head, Davey drew his fingers slowly out. 


"Please what?" 

"Don't stop, dammit! Oh god don't stop!" 

Kayla twisted, trying to arch herself up high enough to reach his mouth. 

With a grin, Davey turned his hand sideways, bending his ring finger down to touch his palm. 
"Wasn't planning on it love." 


Kayla screamed as his mouth closed over her again, his index and middle fingers sliding deep in her pussy, his 
pinkie finding the tight hole in her arse and pushing inside there as well. 


Davey held her tightly to him, using his tongue to lap, circle and tease her clit, fucking both her holes hard 
and fast with his stiffened fingers. Dragging his teeth over the hard bud he heard her cry out, her body 
arching hard up into his face and locking as she came, the drag of her inner walls milking at his fingers. 
Grunting at the effort to hold her still as she thrashed through her orgasm, he held his fingers deep inside 
her, letting her grind herself deeper on them, her rush of fluid over his hand making his hard cock twitch, 
aching to bury itself in that tight wet hole. 

Feeling her shudder, he stroked his fingers slowly, licking her clit softly as her body wound down, lowering her 
back to the seat and pulling reluctantly away, giving one last long teasing lick over her slit. He gently slid his 
fingers out of her, sitting back on his heels and stroking the trembling flesh of her thighs. 

‘Oh god Davey." Kayla struggled to sit up, giggling as he reached for her hands and pulled her upright. 
"That was just..." 

Davey arched his brows. "If you say nice | swear l'm gonna turn you over my knee and spank you." 

Kayla laughed, leaning down and kissing him, lapping his lips and tasting herself. 

"Actually | was gonna say incredible." 

Davey grinned, cupping her face and stroking her cheeks with his thumbs. 

"Ok, | can settle for incredible." 

Picking her shorts and panties up from beside them, he dangled them on his finger. 


"Think you may want to put these on before we continue though." 


Kayla groaned. "I'm not sure | can continue. l'm not sure | can walk" 


Davey snorted, climbing to his feet. "Oh, you forfeiting the game then? That means | win the rest of the holes 
and since there are eight left.." His voice broke off in a hiss as Kayla's fingers found the hard bulge in his 
shorts. 


"Just for that I'm going to make you beg, Murray." 


Ok, clothes back on, off to eleven. Wonder how Nicko's gonna feel the next time we tee off and | play the whole 


round with a hardon? 


Eleven. Par 4. Not that either one of us have our mind on the game anymore, but a bets a bet right? Ok, so 
we both bogey. She isn't the only one having trouble walking. 


Twelve. Par 5. My ball ends up in the sand trap, hers somewhere in the trees. Bogey again. | don't think this is 


improving my game, but it's never been this much fun sucking at it either. 

Thirteen. l'm ready to drop the club and just hold my cock, watching her bend over the club and lining up her 
tee shot has it dripping. What was par on this one again? Doesn't matter, we still take the same number of 
strokes. 


Fourteen Par 3. Ok, I'LL forfeit. Just let me get her naked and in my bed. Both managed par on that one. 


Fifteen. Par 4. Have | mentioned l'm starting to hate the fact there are eighteen holes in a round? Thought she 
had me on this one, but managed to make a putt from 20 yards. Maybe my game is improving. 


Sixteen. Par 5. Damn. Now its a matter of pride, she's got a serious game face on and | can't think of anything 
but how hot and wet her pussy was around my finger. And my cock is giving me a firm lecture on how it 
wants to find out just how hot and wet. 

Seventeen. Par 3. Great tee shot, looks like | might be able to get this in two if lim lucky and boy am | gonna 
be lucky cause her arse is going right on the ground and I'm gonna show her just how good my stroke is. 


FUCK. Way to blow the concentration mate. 


Eighteen. Thank bloody god. Par 5. Ok, now I'm determined. Walk up behind her as she sets for her tee shot. Ok, 


so I'm not playing fair but who gives a fuck? 
"DAVEY" 
Kayla jumped, turning to look at him, eyes wide. 


‘Sorry love, just couldn't resist” 


Kayla pointed her club at him. "Stay back! Any more of that and you get penalized!" 
Ok, so | back up. Maybe rubbing my hard cock on her arse could be considered unfair distraction 
One stroke down the fairway. Second stroke, shorter, to make the slight curve. Third stroke to get the ball on 


the edge of the green No more than a few feet separating our shots. Now, two strokes left for par, neither 


one of us really close enough for a birdie but one never knows right? 
Her first shot gets her within four feet of the hole. Better make this good.. 


Line the shot up, deep breath, relax, try not to think about the fact your cock is so hard it aches, or that the 
front of your shorts has a rather large wet spot. Pull the club back, push it forward.. 


Davey let out a war whoop Nicko would have been proud of as the ball rolled straight to the hole and dropped 
"Well fuck me" Kayla shook her head. 

Davey tossed his club over his shoulder. 

"Oh | plan to love. 

Kayla backed away, laughing. "Now wait, | have to take my last shot!" 

Davey shook his head. "Doesn't matter, that's a birdie, no way you can tie" 


"I know, but | have to finish my round" Using the golf club like a stick, she poked him gently in the chest. "So 
back off!" 


Walking around him, she lined up her shot, pulling the club back and then gasping as his arms closed around 
her, his hands resting on hers. With a breath that was more of a moan, she pushed back, rubbing herself on 
his cock as the club made contact with the ball, rolling it gently into the cup. 


"Done now?" 


She nodded, biting her lip as his hands ran over her stomach, moving up to cup her breasts and thumbing her 
nipples. 


"Then lets get back to the house. As much fun as it's been on the course, | think I'd rather finish this in a 
bed." 


Clubs back in the bags. Piling into the cart, using every opportunity to grope, feel, touch and grab. Are there 
speed limits on courses? Don't know but if there are I'm sure we broke them. Parking the cart, well somewhat, 
rushing into the house, hands everywhere, bumping into walls. 

"Dave, Kayla! We were just about to send out a search party!" 

Oh FUCK. 

Angela. 

Try to make nice quickly, then get to my room and get naked as fast as possible. 

"Dinner is ready, you're just in time. | was starting to think that something had happened." 

DINNER?! FOOD?! Oh bloody hell. 

"We have to eat, if we don't her feelings will be hurt" Kayla whispered. 

Her feelings?! 

What about the feelings in my dick?! 

Ok, so I'm pouting. | can feel my lip sticking out. 

Kayla giggled. "Come on Davey, you can wait a few more minutes can't you?" 


Do | have a bloody choice? 


Guess not, Kayla's already wandering off behind Angela, talking about | have no idea what cause all | can think 


about is how five minutes ago | was planning on sinking my cock into her. 

Dinner. Bah! 

Dinner. 

What did we have? Err..food | guess. 

No idea what though, was too busy watching how her mouth wrapped around the fork, and how her tongue 


would peek out and swipe over her lips. Didn't help that | could still feel them wrapped around my cock, or how 


she tasted, or how she felt when she came. 


Dore, finally, no wait, she isn't. Go outside and light a smoke, pacing back and forth, willing her to Hurry. Up. 


Dammit. 


Not that | could get any harder, or at least | don't think so, my cock is already damn near out the top of my 


shorts and feels like it's gonna explode any second, 
"Davey?" 

FINALLY. 

Turning, Davey looked at Kayla, standing in the doorway, her hip cocked 
"About bloody time 


Tossing his cigarette into the sand filled bin, he grabbed her around the waist and propelled her toward his 


room. 
"Davey!" laughing as she half ran to keep up with him, Kayla grabbed his arm. "Slow down" 

"Slow down my arse. Do you have any idea how much it hurts being this bloody hard for this bloody long?" 
Opening the door, he pushed her inside, unbuttoning his shirt as he closed the door. 


"Well no, but it really isn't any easier for me." She licked her lips as he tossed the shirt aside. "It's not like I'm 


not as hot as you are." 


"Less talk, more undressing." Davey leered at her. "And it is easier, you don't have something constantly poking 


at you reminding you of what else it would rather be doing.’ 


Kicking off his shoes, Davey removed the rest of his clothes, reaching down to touch his cock as he stood in 


front of her. 

"Kayla, if you aren't out of those clothes in 3 seconds l'm gonna tear them off." 

Backing away, Kayla giggled. "With your teeth?" 

With a growl, Davey lunged, grabbing her and tossing her onto the bed. Ok, so maybe not with his teeth, in 
fact he wasn't quite sure how they got off her but get off her they did, until they were both panting from 
the wrestling match. Kneeling above her, Davey let his eyes wander down her body, her tanned skin reflecting 


the soft glow of the sunset coming in the window. 


Davey groaned, trying to fight down the urge to come right then. "Kayla, next time we can take it slow and 
gentle and all that. But now all | can think about is getting inside you and fucking you hard." 


"Lay back on the pillows Davey, | have an idea" 


Davey nodded, moving to the head of the bed and stretching out, his cock straining up to brush against his 


stomach. 

Moving on her knees beside him, Kayla leaned over and brushed her lips over his nipple. 
"Close your eyes." 

Davey let his eyes drift shut. 

"Oh god!" 

His hips arched up off the bed as her hand closed around his balls, squeezing hard. 
"Better?" Her breath fanned over his cheek as she leaned over him. 


"Uh, depends what you mean by better." He opened one eye to look at her. "I don't think I'm gonna come right 
now so yes, but then again THAT HURT!" 


She giggled. "Sorry, but it worked right?" 


Throwing her leg over him, she lowered herself to sit on his groin. Leaning forward, she kissed him, teasing his 
lips with her tongue until they opened, then dipping inside. Stroking her tongue over his, she rubbed the roof of 
his mouth, twining her tongue with his and drawing it forward into her mouth, closing her lips around it and 
sucking it. 


Davey groaned, running his hands up her back and finding the clip holding her hair, letting it loose to fall down 


around them, twining the strands around his fingers and fucking her mouth with his tongue. 


Her fingers danced over his chest, finding his nipples and flicking them lightly, pinching them in her fingers and 
rolling them, tugging as she sucked his tongue, soft moans filling his mouth as his hands ran down her back to 
stroke over her ass, fingers finding the crack and tracing it before cupping the cheeks and pulling her hard 


against his cock, stiff and aching once more. 


Arching her back, pulling her mouth from his, Kayla cupped her hand under her breast and leaned forward, 
dragging the nipple over his lips and hissing at his tongue flicking out to lap at the stiffened peak, whimpering 
as his teeth closed on it. With a soft suck, he pulled his mouth away and turned his attention to the other 
side, teasing and nipping at her skin, his hands flexing on her hips to rub her against his shaft. 


"Lift up, love, let me inside you." 


Kayla nodded, raising up on her knees and reaching between her legs to grasp his cock, rubbing the head along 
her slit and groaning as it teased over her clit. Guiding it back to press against her wet hole, she took a deep 
breath, looking down into the intense blue of Davey's eyes as she lowered herself onto it, whimpering as it 
stretched her open and inch-by-inch disappeared inside. Reaching the base, feeling the rough hair of his groin 
rubbing against her sensitive flesh, she leaned forward and placed her hands on his chest. 


"Ride me love. Hard and fast, slow and deep, however you want it" 


Nodding her head, Kayla rocked her hips back and forth, letting her body adjust to the length and width inside 
her, before beginning to lift herself up until just the head of his cock remained inside her. Davey groaned, 
arching his back as he felt the walls of her pussy drag up his shaft, pulling the skin 


Davey reached up and teased her nipples as she rode his cock, the soft slap of her arse hitting his thighs, her 
breathy whimpers and moans making his cock harden even more inside her, his hips lifting up to meet her 


downward strokes. 


God she was tight, the muscles clenched around him, making him aware of every vein and ridge on his cock as 
it was sucked and pulled at by the wet flesh, the sweat on her body making her slide on his thighs, his balls 


drawing up and tightening as his own orgasm approached. 


Kayla rode him hard, reaching down to rub her fingers over her clit and she locked eyes with him, the naked 
lust in hers making the blue darken to match his own She could feel him swell inside her, stretching her open 


even more, the head of his cock probing deep into her, sliding over her g-spot with every thrust. 
"Davey, oh god Davey!" 


Arching her back, she leaned until her hair brushed his legs, his cock showing through the stretched skin of 
her stomach, moving inside her. Davey groaned, he'd never seen anything like that before, the suppleness of 


her body bending her in such a way he could rub his cock through her skin. 


Her fingers pinched and pulled at her clit, bracing herself as she suddenly arched back farther, screaming his 


name as her pussy clenched around him, a flood of juices pouring over his cock and balls as she came. 
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Davey grit his teeth, fighting the urge to let go and come with her, letting her impale herself roughly on his 
shaft, riding the waves of her orgasm hard. Even as she started to come down from the peak, he sat up, 
twisting his arm around her waist and pulling her down to him, flipping them both over to land on top, 
thrusting hard into her as he took control. 


Kayla drew her legs up and wrapped them around his waist, pulling his body hard against her as she rocked up 
to meet him, their bodies slippery with sweat as they fucked hard against each other. 


"Make you come again love, this time lim gonna come with you though." Davey grunted as he thrust, twisting 
his hips as he slammed deep, pulling out to the tip before pushing back hard. Grabbing her wrists, he 


stretched her arms over her head and held them, using his back muscles to drive his shaft into her, grunting 


at the force of the thrusts. 

Kayla moaned, trying to thrust up to meet him, unable to use her arms and shoulders as he held her down, 
his mouth finding her neck and biting and sucking along the tight tendons, his chest rubbing against the hard 
peaks of her breasts. 

"Harder Davey fuck me harder, oh god make me come again!" 

Davey lifted his head, giving her an evil smile as he raised himself, pulling his cock out of her. 

"Nooooooo!" 

Kayla thrashed under him, trying to lift her hips up to force him back inside. 

"You want this love?" 

Pushing the tip against her slit, sliding up to tease it over her clit. 

"Davey please, yes, fuck me!" 

"You want this back in you?" 

Back down to press the head against her hole, pulling back as she thrust up to meet it. 


"P.please Davey!" 


Tensing his hips, Davey rammed forward, burying himself back inside her as deep as he could, his balls slapping 
against her arse. 


"OH GOD!" 


Kayla arched up, twisting as he fucked her hard, his cock hitting against her cervix and he pounded it home, 
sending her pussy into spasms as her body twisted tighter and tighter around him. 


With a scream, the tension slipped a bit as she came, trapping his cock balls deep in her, milking and pulling at 
the shaft as her orgasm tore through her. 


With a roar, Davey pushed against her, his cock swelling as it jumped inside her, hot spurts of come coating 
the walls of her pussy as his balls emptied their load. 


His hips flexed against her as the jets weakened, panting in hard bursts as he lowered himself slowly onto her, 
letting go of her wrists and resting his head on her heaving chest. 


Taking a deep breath, he lifted himself, pulling out of her slowly, rolling over onto his back beside her. Taking 
her hand, he lifted it to his mouth, kissing her fingers before giving a slight tug. 


"Wow, that was..." 

"Nice?" 

Rolling over, Kayla rested her head on his chest, letting her fingers run over his sweat slick skin 
"Well | was thinking more along the lines of unreal.” 

Davey grinned, tipping her chin up and kissing her softly. 

"Bloody good thing you said that. | would have been offended with nice you know." 

Kayla giggled. 

"So, what do you think we should bet tomorrow?" 

Davey groaned. 

"You mean we're actually gonna play? | thought we'd just skip the bet and go straight to the rewards." 
Lifting herself up to look down at him Kayla smiled. 

"Well, lets do this, | bet you can't convince me to do that.” 

Davey snickered as he rolled her over, looking down at her. 


"Bet | can..." 


Bruce 
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As always, thanks for the great advice and encouragement. 


Bruce didn't waste any time leaving, giving a fast wave and heading to his car. "Lets go mate, can't get out of 
here fast enough for me." 


Stepping into the backseat, he sprawled out, rubbing his chest as the door shut, letting out a long breath as 
the driver took his place and pulled out. He had been so sure something was going to fuck this up, and if it 


had, well, he was not going to be responsible for the consequences. 


Sitting up, he stretched his legs out and let his body go limp. Three days. Three bloody wonderful days with no 
sign of that pain in his arse ‘Arry, or Rod, or, well fuck all any of them. Maybe that wasn't fair, he knew that 
sometimes he wasn't the easiest person to get along with, but bugger it if he hadn't been doing his best but 


there was just no pleasing some people. 


Even Mr. I'm so fucking happy all the time Murray was grating on his nerves. And Nicko, whatever had 
crawled up his arse and died was making him the most annoying of the bunch, and that was saying a lot 
considering he and ‘Arry had damn near come to blows a few times. Ok Bruce, stop thinking about all that rot 
and just lean back and enjoy the ride. No fucking idea where the ride was to, but as long as it didn't end with 
anything or anyone having to do with Maiden, or touring, or singing it was just fine with him. 


Sighing, Bruce rubbed his eyes and rested his head on the back of the seat. He didn't really hate any of the 
guys, he just, well, he was tired and fed up and sick of it all. He now remembered all the reasons he had left 
before; and even though things were different, his frustrations were the same. He was looking forward to this 
time off, time to rest and relax and just enjoy doing nothing. Normally that would drive him insane, but right 
now it sounded pretty fucking good. Pulling the paper out of his pocket, he looked over the information again. 


BRUCE DICKINSON 
Contact person: R. HERNANDEZ 
Contact Number: Memory #80 (stored) 


Contact will not be available until destination is reached. Call upon arrival. 
Not much to go on that's for sure. Oh well, may as well relax and go with the plan 
He must have dozed off, the sound of wheels on gravel waking him from a dream - well, a memory, really - 


about a blazing row with ‘Arry. Leaning forward, he buried his face in his hands. That particular row had been 
the worst yet and both had come close to saying some things that might have done permanent damage. It had 


ended when H and Davey stepped in, H grabbing him and practically shoving him out of the room while Davey 
worked on soothing the irate bassist. It had to stop because if it didn't they would never make it through this 
bloody tour, let alone anything in the future. And as happy as he was with his solo stuff, being the front man 
for Iron Maiden didn't exactly suck. 


Bruce looked up as the door opened, swinging his legs out of the car and grabbing his bag before stepping out 


into the warm night air. "Thanks mate, now where the hell am |?" 


The driver touched his cap, shutting the door and sliding back behind the wheel, pulling off and leaving Bruce 
standing there with his mouth hanging open. 


"The fucking cheeky ass bastard! What am | supposed to do--" 

A soft sound behind him made him turn. "Mr. Dickinson?" 

Bruce nodded sharply, closing his mouth as he looked at the small woman standing in the open door. 
"Please come in" 


Bruce followed her inside, taking several calming breaths. "Look, | guess I'm where | should be since Rod 


supposedly took care of everything but where the hell am | and who are you?" 
The woman stopped, turning to look at him. 


"My name is Edith, Mr. Dickinson. I'll be taking care of your meals while you're here. | was given a list of foods 
that you preferred, if there is anything specific you would like please let me know." 


Bruce bit his lip, trying to keep from screaming. Wouldn't do to yell at her, if he made a guess he'd say she 


was around the same age as his mum, and that just wouldn't be right. 


"Edith, I'm very grateful for that" So, maybe talking to her like a two year old wasn't good either. "But, what | 


want to know is where | am and where is this person l'm supposed to meet." 


‘lm sorry Mr. Dickinson, l'm not at liberty to say where you are. This location has been chosen to ensure 
complete privacy for you. And | don't know where that person is, it was my understanding that you were to 


call them when you arrived. Now, if you'll follow me, I'll show you to your room.” 


Bruce cursed under his breath as he followed the woman up the stairs. He was calling Rod as soon as he got 
in his room, and if that sodding bastard didn't have a damn good explanation for this he was going to be kissing 
arse unless he wanted to replace a singer in mid-tour. 


Well, this wasn't bad. Nice big room, bed big enough for a few people, not that there seemed to be much 
chance of that happening out here in the middle of who the fuck knew where. 


"Mr. Dickinson? Dinner will be ready in about thirty minutes if you'd like to get unpacked and settle in. Would 


you prefer to have it in the dining room or up here?" 

Right Bruce, rein it in. Not her fault, remember? 

"The dining room is fine, thanks Edith. Am | the only one?" 
"Yes, this has been arranged to offer you complete privacy.” 


Wonderful, bloody marvelous. Not only are you stuck in some place so far off the path that you can't find the 
bloody path, you're going to be bored out of your skull with only yourself for company. 


"Right then. I'll see you downstairs in thirty." 

Edith nodded. "The dining room will be to your right when you come down" 

Leaving, she pulled the door shut behind her, the latch barely catching before Bruce had his mobile in his hand. 
Scrolling through the stored list, he found Rod's number and pushed a button to send the call through. Tossing 


his bag onto a chair, he flopped across the bed and waited for the call to connect. 


"Hello, you're reached my voice mail. | can't take your call now, if you leave a message I'll phone you back as 


soon as | can" 
Bruce gnashed his teeth as he waited for the tone. 


"ROD! What the fuck is going on?! And where the hell am |? You'd better fucking ring me back and soon or | 
swear l'm gonna get on the first fucking plane back to England and you can stuff your tour!" 


Well damn. Kind of hard to ring off with an emphasis on a mobile. Snapping it closed, he tapped the phone 
against his chin. A sudden grin split his face. Well if he couldn't yell at Rod.. 


Flipping open the phone he called up the stored list again. Scrolling through he chuckled as he found the 


number, pushing the button and waiting to hear that oh so familiar voice on the other end. 
"Ello?" 
Ah yes, if you cant yell at the officer, go for the sergeant. 


"ARRY" What the fuck is going on? l'm who knows where in some fucking house with no one around but a 


woman old enough to be my mum and |. AM. NOT. HAPPY!" 


He could hear the slow grind of Steve's teeth on the other end. 


Fuckin’ ‘ell Bruce, ‘ow the fuck do | know where you are? YOU told Rod wot you wanted, YOU were the one in 
the bleedin’ car, so ‘ow the FUCK would | know?!" 


Bruce pulled the phone from his ear, looking at it with a shocked expression. So, maybe phoning ‘Arry wasn't 
such a good idea after all 


Ok, take a deep breath and try again 
"I know that ‘Arry, what | meant was... 


| know what you fuckin’ meant Bruce. But I'm fuckin' tired of you screamin’ at me whenever fings don't go 


your way!" 

"ME screaming at YOU?" Now if that wasn't the pot and the kettle, Bruce didn't know what was. 

"YES! Every fuckin’ time you get pissy | ‘ear you screamin’ in me face about ‘ow fings aren't the way you 
bloody well want ‘em! You fink you're the only one fed up wif this shit? WRONG mate! I've ‘ad it up to ‘ere wif 
it, and if somefink doesn't change then fuck it all M DONE!" 


Bruce opened his mouth to reply then realized he was talking to a dead line. Well damn it all, ‘Arry managed to 
do a very effective hang up on a mobile didn't he. 


Bruce closed the phone, sitting up and thinking about the last thing Steve had said. He had never heard 
something like that come from him; he knew the pressure the bassist was under - after all Maiden was his 
baby and none of them were getting any younger - but done? 

Bruce opened the phone, hitting redial, questioning his sanity as he waited for the call to connect. 


"Wot?!" Steve growled. 


"Steve, look, | know things haven't been going well with all of us and | really don't mean to give you a load of 


shit all the time.” 
Silence. Bruce could hear the hard breathing on the other end of the phore. Finally, Steve sighed. 


"Look Bruce, wotever Rod ‘as set up I'm sure its gonna be fine. | ‘ave no bloody idea where l'm goin’, none of 


us do." 
"Yeah, | know that, it's just a bit strange is all." 


Well damn, an honest laugh from the bassist. 


"You expect anyfing else wif Rod?" 
Bruce chuckled. "No, not really. It IS Rod” 
"Just ‘ave fun Bruce, if nofing else get some rest." 


"Right, sounds like a good idea. And, Steve, | am sorry for all the shit thats been going on. When we get back 
maybe we should sit down and talk, just us." 


"Yeah, not a bad idea mate. And I'm sorry too, sometimes fings just, well, they get too much y'know?" 

"Yeah | know. Listen, have fun doing, whatever.” 

"You too mate, just no shaggin’ the old lady or anyfing. See you in a couple of days." 

"Yeah, see you then 

Bruce closed the phone. He knew he was a bit self-centered, but when did Steve start sounding so damn tired? 
He'd have to remember to talk to Rod about that as well, that remark about being done just didn't set right. 
Well, nothing he could do now, so he may as well make the best of things, starting with a good meal. 

Bruce was leaning back in his chair, contentedly rubbing his stomach when his mobile rang. He could do with a 
few days of Edith's cooking, sure beat the catering at the venues and the hotel room service. Pulling the phone 
from his pocket, he flipped it open and put it to his ear. 

"About fucking time you rang back." 

"Excuse me? Mr. Dickinson?" 

Oh, that was not Rod. Not unless he'd had surgery and learned to talk a lot higher and softer. 

"Sorry, thought you were someone else." 

"This is Mr. Dickinson?" 

"Right, that's me. And who are you?" 

"My name is Rosemarie, I've been expecting you to call." 


Bruce snapped his fingers, after the flare up with ‘Arry he'd forgotten 


"Right, sorry, had a few things | needed to take care of and it slipped my mind 


‘Oh, well | just wanted to introduce myself and let you know I'll be there first thing in the morning." 
"That's fine, but exactly what will you be doing for me?" 


"We can go over what you expect from me then Mr. Dickinson, but as it was explained to me l'm supposed to 


take care of your needs." 
Bruce had to swallow the laughter that threatened to burst out of his mouth. 


"Well, | hope you're getting paid well Rosemarie cause l'm a needy bastard. And it's Bruce, not Mr. Dickinson, 
right?" 


Rosemarie gave a quiet laugh. "That's what | was told, Bruce. So I'll see you in the morning, around 8 o'clock?" 
Fine, by then | ought to be quite needy." 
Again, that soft laugh. Had a nice sound to it. "Ill see you then. Good night 


Bruce closed the phone, a smug little smile on his lips. This may turn out better than he thought. Take care of 
his needs would she? Well he'd just have to see what needs she had in mind. 


Bruce almost hated to get out of bed the next morning; after all this was supposed to be a chance to rest and 
staying burrowed in the comfort of a soft mattress with absolutely NOTHING on the agenda wasn't such a bad 
thought. Groaning, he stretched, the soft sheets sliding over his naked skin, rubbing against his morning wood. 
His hand wandered down to curl his fingers around the shaft, stroking it lazily as his mind wandered to the 
sound of that soft laugh in his ear the night before. Well now, seems as if there were some needs popping up 


already! 


Turning his head, he looked at the clock beside the bed, sitting up with a start as he noticed the time. Ten 
fucking thirty? No, this wouldn't do, she had said she'd be by around eight and here he'd missed two and a half 
hours of having his needs met! Throwing the covers off, he hurried to the loo, laughing at himself as he 
fought with his hard cock to have a pee. A little extra cold water in the shower put things right, although he 
did make a mental note to ask Edith about extra towels, funny as it sounded he tended to need more than one 


to dry off. Right, so he was a bit hairy, so what are you gonna do? 


Dressing, he opened the door to his room and bounced towards the stairs, stopping halfway down at the sound 


of voices from the dining room. 


"| just think maybe you ought to consider what you're saying Rosemarie. | still don't understand why you do 
this job." 


Well that was Edith. Bruce moved like a cat, glad of the carpeting under his feet muffling the quiet sounds of 
his footsteps. 


"I know you don't, in some ways | don't either. It's just..well.when | found out who the job was for | couldn't 


turn it down" 


So, Rosemarie was here was she? Sounding quite nervous actually, this could be fun Reaching the bottom of 


the stairs, Bruce crept to the doorway, keeping himself out of sight behind the wall 


"Well | think you're crazy chica, especially to take something like this on for your first assignment. He seems a 
bit..arrogant." 


ARROGANT!? Well fuck me old boots, as Nicko would say, that wasn't very nice. Not that it wasn't true mind 


you, he'd heard himself described that way on more than one occasion. It just wasn't nice. 


"He's just used to a different lifestyle than we are, people cater to him all the time so I'm sure after a while 


it has to go to your head" 
Bruce had to catch the snort Obviously she didn't know Rod - or ‘Arry. 

"Well, just be careful, | really think you're getting more than you bargained for” 
A soft giggle. "Really, itll be fine, Im sure he's very nice once you get to know. 


FUCK! Bruce caught the vase that had almost clattered off the table he had bumped with his hip. So much for 


subterfuge. Time to make an entrance. 


Strolling into the room, he flashed his most innocent smile, falling back on charm to save himself. "Morning 


ladies!" 
Edith looked at him, eyes narrowed. "Good morning Mr. Dickinson. | trust you slept well?" 


Bruce really planned on answering, really he did, but his attention was fixed on the figure that rose from the 


table, walking toward him with her hand outstretched. 
"Good morning Bruce. I'm Rosemarie, | spoke with you last night on the phone.." Her voice trailed off as she 
blushed under his gaze, the chocolate brown of his eyes wandering up and down her body and doing terrible 
things to her clothing. Like flinging it around the room. 


Bruce took her hand, feeling the slight tremble, holding it lightly as he continued to study her. 


About the same height as he, her eyes on the same level as his, hers a darker brown though. Slim, not thin, 


well curved in all the right places, with a fall of dark brown hair that showed a hint of red in the light. Skin 


the color of café au lait, and looking every bit as creamy. Eyes wide in her face, her teeth worrying her lower 
lip as she flushed under his gaze. Something in those eyes, not scared, but wary, maybe even a bit of 
trepidation. 

"Would you like your breakfast now Mr. Dickinson?" 

"Ah right, sure Edith and its Bruce please." 

Harrumph? What was that for? Bruce frowned as he turned his eyes towards the sound, biting back a grin as 
Edith stomped out of the room, muttering under her breath in another language. Spanish perhaps? Bruce let 
his eyes wander back to the woman in front of him, giving himself a mental shake as he realized he was stil 
holding her hand. Letting go, he resisted the sudden urge to lick his fingers, wondering if the trace of her skin 
would taste as creamy as it looked. 


"Hello, sorry about the late start, just couldn't seem to get my arse out of that bed." 


Rosemarie laughed. He could really get used to that sound, very light and lively, almost like a bunch of small 


bells. 
‘Its fine, after all this is supposed to be about making you happy. 


Bruce motioned her back to her chair, waiting until she took her seat before settling in the chair next to her, 


biting back a grin as he noticed another slight flush on her cheeks as his leg brushed hers. 
"So then Rosemarie, tell me what you're going to do for me to make me happy." 
The flush darkened. Oh this could be quite fun 


‘lm here to take care of you would be the best way to describe it. l'm a trained massage therapist, aroma 


therapist, reflexologist and hypnotist.” 
"Wait, you're going to hypnotize me?" 
Again, that laugh. 


"Not unless you want me to, but the techniques used in hypnotherapy are very useful in helping a person 


relax." 
Bruce leaned his elbow on the table, propping his head on his hand and looking at her. 
"As long as | don't go back and start clucking like a chicken onstage at the wrong word." 


Hal It worked, she laughed again. 


"No, you won't do that, but if you want | can give you some suggestions with trigger words you can use when 


you're stressed or angry" 
Bruce snorted 

"Well not sure about that, in the wrong hands that could be a bad thing" 
Yeah, hands like ‘Arry's grubby little paws. 


Rosemarie shook her head. “Actually, the suggestions can include that only your voice would be the trigger, so 
even if someone else said the words accidentally it wouldn't work." 


Bruce nodded. "Might not be a bad idea then" 

The crash of several dishes made both of them jump. 

"Your breakfast Bruce." 

So what the bloody hell was HER problem? 

“Thanks Edith." 

Rosemarie stood, glaring at Edith. "I'll leave you in peace to eat Bruce, when you're done just cross the hall and 
Ill meet you in the second room to your left off the corridor." Walking around the table, she gently took 
Edith's arm. "Could | talk to you in the kitchen please?" 

Bruce chewed slowly as he watched the women leave the room, nearly choking as an explosion of Spanish 
followed the soft closing of the door. As long as they didn't start throwing things this was quite entertaining. 


Seems to be a much hotter side than that shy laugh and those blushing cheeks indicated. 


Bruce jumped as a loud crash came from the kitchen, nearly biting through his lip to keep from laughing as 


Rosemarie came back into the room, her cheeks filled with color, eyes sparkling with anger. 
"l'm sorry about that Bruce, sometimes things get a little heated in discussion" 
"No problem, everything's alright now?" 


Rosemarie nodded, then with a rueful smile shrugged her shoulders. "It's..settled, so that's some sort of 
alright." 


Rising from his place, Bruce walked around the table and stopped in front of her. "Well, then, | guess it's time 
to place myself in your hands." 


Oh, imagine that, another blush. 
Rosemarie gave him a rather timid smile, turning and beckoning him to follow as she left the room. 
Bruce raised his brows as he watched her walk This was going to be very interesting... 


Maybe interesting wasn't the word. Bruce knew his mouth was hanging open, looking like a complete sap he was 
sure as he took in the huge room. Massage table, good; large whirlpool bath, better; large very squishy looking 
mats on the floor, interesting, huge soft pillows everywhere, wonder what those are for; and the topper, a 
table full of lotions, oils and several bottles of things he didn't recognize but was looking forward to becoming 


intimately acquainted with. 


"If it's alright with you Bruce, the first thing I'd like to do is start out with some reflexology. Are you familiar 
with it at all?" 


"A bit, something to do with other parts of the body being affected by points in the feet and hands right?" 
Bruce literally stepped back at the impact from the smile that lit her face. 


"Yes! | didn't think you'd be familiar with it. It's used for treating certain medical conditions but it's also great 


for stress relief" 


Grabbing several of the large pillows, Rosemarie settled on her knees and indicated for him to have a seat on 


the mat next to her. 

If you come over here, | want you to lie down with your head on one of these pillows and just close your 
eyes and relax. Try to picture something in your mind that is serene, either a memory that brings you peace 
or a particular place." 

Bruce took a seat, grabbing a pillow and setting it behind him, then leaned back and wiggled himself comfortable. 
There went that giggle again. 

Opening an eye, he looked over. "What's so funny?" 

‘Sorry, it was just, well, you looked funny the way you burrowed into the pillow." 

Bruce raised his brow, trying and failing miserably to glare at her. Hard to look intimidating when you're flat on 


your back with a big fluffy yellow pillow practically wrapped around you. Hmmm. Got another giggle though so 


whatever works. 


‘Close your eyes." Rosemarie moved down to sit at his feet, untying his trainers and pulling them off. "Find 
that place in your mind" There went his socks. "Just let yourself drift." Oh, feet in her lap, that was nice. 
Come to think of it. There was a rather lovely smell in the room too, not sure what it was but oh..soft hands, 
pressing in places that he had no idea what they were attached to but damn if he didn't feel it in more than 
his feet. 


Bruce had no idea how long it lasted, but when she moved his feet out of her lap he grumbled, the impatient 
sound changing to a sigh as she took his hand in hers and began the slow pressing and stroking movements 
again. He wondered how hard it would be to convince Rod she needed to become a part of the crew, if it 
worked this well on him who knew what wonders it could do for some of the rest of the lads not mentioning 


any names here ‘Arry. 
"Bruce" Her voice was very soft. "Don't let your mind go there, | can feel you tensing up." 


Right, back to the happy place. Hmmm, suddenly he wasn't alone in the happy place, but the person in it with 


him was a much nicer companion than ‘Arry. 
"Better, just relax." 


Other hand now. This is unbelievable, how can every part of you feel like jelly just from touches on your feet 


and hands? Wonderful thing, this reflexology. He must look into it. 


Done already? Hand placed gently back at his side so must be. Hope she doesn't want me to move cause l'm 
not sure | can. What's she doing now? | can hear her moving around and if | could just get my eyelids to work | 
could look and see. Oh, back at my feet, lifting them and placing them back in her lap. Wonderful, just brilliant, 


could go for another round of this. 


Rosemarie smiled as Bruce let out a long sigh, rubbing her hands together to warm the lotion before working 
her fingers over the arch in his foot. "Still in that quiet place?" she asked, her voice soft. 


*Umph: 


Well that was supposed to be a yes, but she seemed to understand cause she didn't ask what he said. 
Wonderful things, foot rubs, never had quite the effect this one was having but he wasn't arguing. Oops, 
fingers up over the top, sliding up his jeans a bit and rubbing his ankle. If he had known this was going to 
happen he wouldn't have worn them, he'd have gone for shorts instead. Now there's a rather nice thought, 


those strong fingers and soft hands massaging up his legs. 
Whoa, change course there Bruce, suddenly the jeans are getting tighter. 


Ah, time for the other foot. The hell with talking to Rod, HE was going to hire her. Hell with the rest of the 
lads too, let them shrivel up into little gnomes of twisted muscle this was all his. Fingers up the other leg of 


his jeans, working as high as they could, kneading the bottom of the back of his calf. 
Damn, train back on that track again Hell of a thing when you get a hardon from a foot massage. 
No wait, you can't be finished. Feet back on the mat, liked them much better in your lap. 


Really, if | could talk I'd tell you just how wonderful that was, and probably ask you to you do it again. No 
probably there, | would ask you to do it again.in fact | might insist on it.. 


"Bruce?" A gentle shake of his shoulder. "Bruce?" 

"Eh?" Opening his eyes, he blinked several times to clear his vision 
"Lunch is ready, are you hungry?" 

LUNCH?! 

"| fell asleep?" 

Rosemarie nodded, smiling at him as he sat up and stretched. 

"Is not uncommon, in fact it's good to see you relax that much." 


Bruce rubbed his stomach. He was hungry; despite doing nothing but lying on the floor getting his feet and 
hands rubbed he seemed to have worked up quite an appetite. 


"| feel, | don't even know how to describe it. Like | just had the best sleep of my life | guess." 

Bouncing to his feet, he stretched his arms above his head, twisting his body from side to side. 

"| feel bloody marvelous." 

Rosemarie rose to her feet, laughing at him as he bent and twisted, marveling at the looseness of his muscles. 


"Just wait till after lunch, | thought a session in the whirlpool and then a full body massage would really relax 


you." 


"If | get much more relaxed you're gonna have to carry me to dinner." Bruce laughed as he followed her 


toward the dining room, sobering as he saw the tight line of Edith's lips as she set dishes on the table. 
"Smells wonderful Edith, thanks." 


Rosemarie spoke quietly in Spanish to the older woman, sticking out her tongue as she spun around and went 


back into the kitchen 

"Ah - happy place Rosemarie." 

Bruce grinned at her as he indicated a chair, waiting until she was seated before joining her. 

Leaning toward her, Bruce whispered, "I don't think she likes me." 

Rosemarie giggled. "It's not that she doesn't like you Bruce. She's just very old fashioned about some things." 


Bruce chuckled. Looking under the table and flexing his toes. "Maybe | should have put my shoes on first, might 
be the fact | came to lunch with naked toes." 


Rosemarie choked on her water. "I don't think that's it, | doubt she even noticed your naked toes." 
"Ah, but did YOU notice my naked toes?" 

Christ what was wrong with him? Naked toes? How old was he again? 

Oh fuck she's blushing AND she winked at him. Instant hardon. 

"As long as it's just your toes | think we're safe." 


Oh well now, won't just be my toes when I'm in that tub now will it? Or for the massage. So, how many places 


does she know to rub that can relax THAT? 


Lunch over, and it was quite delicious Edith thanks so much and now l'm fighting the urge to stick MY tongue 
out at you. 


Back to that wonderful room. 


Rosemarie bent over the tub, nice view there, adjusting the temperature as it fills, turning back to him and 


smiling at the wide grin on his face. 
"What are you smiling like that for?" 
"It just occurred to me that | don't have anything to wear unless | keep my knickers on" 


Oh, now THAT was a blush. Right to her ears and over the lovely swell at the top of her shirt: 


"Whatever you're most comfortable doing Bruce." Turning her back, she walked over to a cupboard and pulled 


open the door, taking out several large soft looking towels. 

Well damn, he was hoping she would at least sneak a peek or two. Pulling his shirt over his head, he looked 
around before tossing it onto a chair. A soft sound made him drop his head to hide the grin So she WAS 
peeking. Well then Dickinson, give her a bit of a show. 

Unsnap the top of the jeans, runs your fingers under the waist and rub along your stomach. Push open the 
material over the zipper and slide it down very slowly, showing just the top of those black briefs you put on 
without thinking about this morning, bloody good choice now though. Still peeking? Why yes she is.. 

Grab the sides of the jeans at your hips and push them down, take your time now, make a show of working 
them past your crotch, down your thighs, bend to push them all the way to the floor. Step out carefully. 
Make a show of folding them and setting them on the chair. A bit of a stretch, rub your hand over your 
chest like you have an itch. Well now that's not really peeking, it's turned into a stare, if she slides her eyes 
any more sideways they're going to be in her ear. 

Slip your fingers into the waistband of the briefs; push them down just a bit.. 

"Ill be right back, | need to get..something!" 


Bruce doubled over as she fled the room, laughing out loud as he pushed the briefs down and tossed them on 


the chair. 

This shyness of hers was absolutely wonderful, and rather fun. 

Walking over to the tub, he climbed in, settling himself in the warm water. He propped his elbow on the edge of 
the tub, hiding his mouth in his hand as she came back in, walking over to him and turning off the taps before 
studying the controls for the jets. Flipping several switches, she turned away and walked over to the table, 
carefully avoiding looking at him the whole time. 

"Just relax and I'll be back in a few minutes." 

"Still need something?" So maybe that wasn't very nice but he couldn't help himself. 

"What?" 

"You said you had to get something." 


"Oh. Yeah, | didn't find it so." 


Oh now wait, he really didn't mean to start laughing like that, and it only got worse as she flashed a look at 
him before practically stomping out of the room. 


Leaning back in the tub, Bruce closed his eyes and let himself sink down in the water. The jets foamed around 
him, one stream of bubbles flowing directly over his crotch, the soft swirling of the water teasing against his 
cock. Sliding his hand down under he lifted the heavy weight of his balls and rolled them over his palm, feeling 
the skin of his cock stretch as it filled with blood. 


Resting his head on the back of the tub he roughly massaged the eggs, groaning as his cock jumped to life 
under the touch of his hand. Dropping his other hand into the water he rolled his foreskin back, pinching the 
tip and rubbing his fingers over the slit before drifting his fingers back to close around the shaft. Hard, strong 
jerks along the shaft brought it to full attention, straining under the rapidly moving fingers. 


"Fuck," he breathed, closing his eyes and filling his mind with an image of large brown eyes and soft waves of 
hair. Those soft hands covered his in the vision, moving his fingers away and taking control of his cock, 
squeezing his balls as those strong fingers played with his shaft, teasing over the head before dancing back 
down to the base. 


Rosemarie stood in the doorway, eyes wide as she watched Bruce arch his hips, covering her mouth with her 


hand to keep from moaning aloud as she heard him whisper her name. 
"Faster babe, faster and harder. Fuck, that's it Rosemarie, squeeze it just like that... 


A hard drawn out groan tore from his throat as he fucked his hips into his hand, water sloshing over the 


edge of the tub as his chest heaved with his harsh breathing. 

"Fuck!" Bruce arched up, his body lifting clear of the water, letting Rosemarie see the head of his cock above 
his closed hand, come arcing in thick white streams from the tip. He pulled hard on the shaft, his fingers 
moving in a rolling motion as he milked the shaft, the arcs smaller with each thrust of his hips. 

Settling back into the water, he gasped for air, his hands still moving over himself under the jets. 

Backing away, Rosemarie didn't see him turn his head as he caught movement out of the corner of his eye. 
Shit! How long had she been standing there? Bruce groaned, covering his eyes with his forearm. Not that he 
was embarrassed to have her see him wanking, but as shy as she was he didn't want to scare her and have 


her thinking he was some sort of pervert. Well maybe he WAS a pervert, but.. 


The water had cooled considerably, to the point that Bruce was about to climb out and grab a towel to wait 


for her to come back. 
She came into the room in a rush, walking past him and going to stand by the table, arms crossed tightly over 
her chest. "Bruce? Sorry | took so long but | was helping Edith with something. | know I'm supposed to be 


looking out for you and I'm sorry that | was gone so long and.” 


Bruce climbed quickly out of the tub, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around his waist before crossing the 


floor to stand behind her. 

"Hey." Placing his hands on her shoulders, Bruce was startled to feel her flinch. Dropping his hands he frowned. 
"Turn round. Look at me." 

Nothing. 

"Come on Rosemarie, look at me." 

Still nothing. 

Bruce took a deep breath. 

"Look, I'm sorry you saw that, | didn't even think about you coming back in" 

"It's ok." 

Very small voice. 

"No, if it was you wouldn't be standing here trying your best not to look at me.” 
"Really, it's ok" 

Still very small voice. 

Ok, time to work the charm. 


"Hey." Voice as soft as hers, hands gently placed on the sides of her arms, turning her towards him. One hand 
slid around to rest on her back, other hand to her face to put a finger under her chin and tip it up. 


Oh fuck, tears. Anything but bloody tears. 

"Really Bruce it's ok, | just didn't, | mean, | was surprised is all." 

Pull her closer, a gasp as her arms press against your chest. Small fluttering movements of her hands, her 
arms dropping to her sides. Step into her, don't move her this time but yourself, the softness of her breasts 


now burning into your flesh. 


‘lm the one who should apologize. | shouldn't have been, well, doing that here. Just got a little carried away 


with myself" 


Fi nally. 


Rosemarie looked at him, her eyes still bright with unshed tears. 

"If it relaxes you then.’ 

Bruce gave a shout of laughter. 

Rosemarie flushed. "Well sorry if its not my area of expertise Bruce. 
Oops, back to charm, quickly. 


"| know that, and l'm not laughing at you, just the whole idea of it. Can't you see the adverts? The new 


relaxation therapy, a good wank in a whirlpool!" 

Success! Another one of those adorable giggles. 

Bruce's thumb moved over her chin. "You're quite the innocent one aren't you?" 

Anger, fear, something flared in her eyes. 

"And there's something wrong with that?" 

Bruce slid his hand behind her head, running his fingers through her hair. 

"No of course not." 

Light touch of his lips on her cheek, his warm breath fanning her skin. 

Rosemarie shivered, bringing her hands up to his chest, intending to push him away; but the feel of his skin 
and the rough hair under her fingers sent a shock through her. Instead of the firm push she intended her 


fingers combed through the hair, the texture so very different than anything she had felt before. 


Bruce groaned as her fingers toyed with the hair on his chest, skimming over his flesh. Twisting his fingers 
into her hair, her pulled her forward, moving his lips closer to hers. 


‘lm going to kiss you." 
Rosemarie tried to shake her head, whimpering as his fingers tightened in her hair. 
"Relax." 


A soft laugh, ending on a sound very much like a sob as she opened her lips. 


Bruce took the opportunity to cover her mouth with his, moving his lips against hers, letting the very tip of 
his tongue touch her mouth before pulling it back. 


Rosemarie gasped against his mouth, her fingers tightening in his chest hair and pulling, making him grunt. She 
felt frozen in place, unsure of what to do, a shudder tearing through her as his tongue touched her lips. 
Ignoring the pain from his fingers wrapped in her hair, she tore her mouth away from his, pushing herself 
back. 

"Bruce! Wait, please!" 

With a growl Bruce released her, starting to step back as she stumbled backwards, grabbing at the table 
behind her to hold herself up. Instinctively, his hands shot out to grab her, holding her steady as she got her 
legs back under her. Twisting, she fought to get free of him, panicked by the feelings his hands caused, and his 
mouth, the heated press of his lips.. 

"Rosemarie! Stop!" 

His voice soft but firm, Bruce wrapped his arms around her and held her against his chest. 

"Stop!" 

Shaking, every muscle tensed and ready to bolt Rosemarie pushed ineffectively against his arms. 

"I'm not going to hurt you! Just settle downl It's alright, love, just relax." 

Still trembling, she forced herself to take several deep breaths. 

"Better?" 

She nodded, dropping her head to bury her face in her hands. 

lm going to let you go, alright?" 


A small nod. 


Bruce dropped his arms and stepped back, raking a hand through his hair as he looked at her. What the fuck 
had happened? 


Oh Christ almighty. That just was not possible.. 
Or was it? 


lm going to get dressed, stay right here." 


Bruce quickly toweled himself off, throwing his jeans and shirt on before going back to the still shaking form. 
He touched her arm, sliding his fingers down and taking her hand, leading her over to the piles of pillows and 
urging her to sit. 

"lIl be right back, stay here." 

Bruce hurried to the kitchen, flinging open the door and startling Edith. 

"Water, or something cold.." 

Edith pointed to the icebox. "Everything ok?" 


"Yeah," opening the door he grabbed two bottles of water, "it's fine thanks." 


Edith watched him hurry out of the room, her eyes narrowing. Funny, he sure didn't look like everything was 


fine. 


Bruce stopped outside the room, taking a couple of deep breaths and making sure he was in control before 
stepping back inside. Rosemarie sat where he left her, head down, her hair hanging over her face. Bruce sat 
cross-legged in front of her, holding out one of the bottles. 


"Here, drink some of this." 


Taking the bottle, she tried to unscrew the cap, her trembling fingers unable to do even so simple a task. 
Bruce swore softly, taking the bottle back and uncapping it before passing it back. 


Opening the second bottle, he took a long drink Reaching towards her, he swept back her hair and tucked it 


behind her ear. 
Hey’ 

A small sniff 

Bruce scooted a little closer, ducking his head to try to see her eyes 
‘Hey. Look at me 

Another sniffle accompanied by a shake of the head 


FUCK. He was not good at this. Women didn't react this way to him, not for many years. In fact, they usually... 


oh for fuck's sake Dickinson, much ego there mate? 
"Rosemarie, please look at me." 
Slow lift of the head, eyes huge, tears running down the face - oh FUCK. 


Bruce looked around the room, spotting some small towels. Jumping up he went and grabbed one, returning to 
drop back in the same spot, crossing his legs again and using the corner of the soft cotton to wipe her cheeks. 


"Listen, | think we need to talk about..." 
Oh now what the fuck did he do?! 
More tears, this time accompanied by a long string of words. 


now | really messed up! I'm sorry and I'll leave and call your manager and tell him he needs to get someone 
"| know | really d up! | y and I'll | nd call y ger and tell him he needs to get 


else here to do this! l'm sorry | acted the way | did and I'll get my things and leave right away!" 
Bloody hell, trying to understand that was like trying to understand Nicko on one of his runs! 
"Rosemarie, say that again, but a bit slower." 

She took a deep breath, lifting her head to look at him. 

Oh fuck, why do | feel like | just kicked a puppy? 

‘I'm sorry. | shouldn't have acted that way, it's just...” 

"Just what?" 


"It doesn't matter. I'll call your manager and tell him you aren't satisfied with me and ask him to send a 


replacement as soon as he can. I'll tell him that | messed up." 
Rosemarie stared at him as he started laughing. 


"Rod would be more likely to tell you that he's not surprised and somehow he was sure it was all my fault and 


none of yours." Bruce suddenly frowned. "In this case though, he wouldn't be wrong.” 
"It isn't your fault Bruce, | shouldn't have gotten so upset. I'll just get my things and leave." 
"Wait, no, | don't want you to leave." Bruce grinned at the confusion on her face. 


"But. 


"No, hear me out. | want to ask you a question though, and if you want to tell me to go to hell that's fine.” 
"Ok." 


Earlier | said something to you about being an innocent. What | meant was that you seemed to be a lot less 


jaded than most of the people, well women, I've dealt with, but now I'm wondering..." 

Bruce broke off, the answer already written in the dark blush on her face. 

So maybe it wasn't exactly the best reaction Falling over backwards, laughing hard enough to send his whole 
body into shaking fits, Bruce clutched at his stomach as he tried to say something, anything, before she either 
dumped that bottle of water on his head or did something more drastic. 


Rosemarie was torn between embarrassment and anger, pushing herself to her feet and turning towards the 


door when a hand grabbed her ankle. 


"Wait, wait, stop." Gasping for air, swiping at the tears running down his face, Bruce looked up at her. "I'm not 


laughing at you really! Sit down, please, just give me a second." 
Sighing, Rosemarie sat back down. "Then what's so funny?" 


Bruce sat back up, still chuckling. "It's just, oh fuck, of all the things. Iron Maiden's resident pervert and | get 


to work with a." Bruce dissolved into laughter again. 
"There's nothing wrong with being one you know!" 


"I know, not saying there is love, it's just, oh fuck the irony of it alll And here you come back into the room 
earlier and I'm sitting in the tub with my dick in my hand.." Bruce doubled over, lost again. 


Rosemarie didn't know if it was him or the situation, but she could feel the beginnings of a giggle rising in her 
chest. Unable to contain it, she started laughing. 


Bruce reached over and grabbed the towel, wiping his face as he fought to bring himself under control. 
"What is going on in here?!" 

Edith's sudden appearance at the door sent them both off again. 

‘Nothing, everything's fine," Rosemarie looked at Bruce. "Just something that came..." 


"Up?" 


Edith shook her head as the two of them were off again. 


"Dinner will be ready at 7 o'clock if you think you can have yourselves together by then!" Turning on her heel, 
she left the room, sending them into another round of hysterics. 


Breath catching in his chest, Bruce coughed, wiping his eyes as he looked at Rosemarie. "I can't remember the 


last time | laughed that hard." 


Rosemarie snatched the towel from his hand, wiping her own face before grinning at him. "I don't think | ever 


have." 


Bruce, suddenly serious, reached over and touched her cheek. "I didn't mean to panic you like that. | just didn't 


think." 

Leaning into his fingers, Rosemarie nodded her head. "I know, and | shouldn't have acted like such a little girl." 
"So you'll stay?" 

ll stay." 

"Ah, does this mean | don't get my massage?" 

Rosemarie giggled. “Think you can behave?" 

Bruce pursed his lips, cupping his chin on his palm and tapping his lips. "Probably not.” 

"Somehow | knew that" 


Bruce stood, reaching down and offering his hand to her. Sliding her hand in his, Rosemarie let him draw her to 
her feet. Keeping her hand in his, Bruce leaned forward and kissed her cheek. 


‘lm not promising | won't have times where | do my best to seduce you. In fact, lm going to promise | will. But 


| won't push you into it, if you say no then Ill stop, alright?" 
Rosemarie nodded. "Ard | promise not to act like a silly little girl if you do try.” 
Bruce grinned. "Then that's settled” 

Rosemarie nodded, then suddenly leaned forward and kissed his cheek 

"So do | get naked now?" Bruce leered, wiggling his eyebrows at her. 


Oh that giggle was back.. 


"Not completely, leave your..your.." 
And the blush as well.. 
"| didn't put them back on!" 


"You're so bad! Put them on and lie face down on the table, I'm going to get the warmer, | forgot to bring it 


down earlier." 


Bruce nodded, watching her leave the room before starting to strip off his clothes. Fucking Rod, he just knew 
he'd done this on purpose. A bloody virgin 


Bruce was stretched out on the table when she came back into the room, carrying the warmer over to the 


table and setting it down. Grabbing a towel she snapped it open, covering his arse and upper thighs. 


"Not a word!" She was laughing at him as he opened his mouth to protest, turning back to light the small 


burner and pouring oil into the top to warm. 

"Head down. Relax. And take yourself back to someplace nice, serene and restful." 

"Do | have to go alone?" Bruce grinned at her. 

"No, not if you don't want to, you can always take one of the guys from your band" 

Bruce groaned. "Not likely tharks. l'm trying to forget about them." 

Oh nice, warm oil being dribbled along his back, followed by those strong fingers spreading it around. 
"You don't like them?" 

Fingers working the muscles in his neck, soothing the tension, stroking down onto his shoulders. 


Bruce thought about that question for a second. "Of course | like them, they've been part of my life for a 
very long time. Well, there was a point that | didn't like all of them very much." 


Down into his back, those hands were bloody magical. 
"| guess it's hard when you spend so much time with each other." 


A small snort. "Hard isn't the word. Eventually, little things start to irritate you to the point where you think 


if one more thing happens you're going to pounce on someone and pound them to a pulp." 

More warm oil, more grateful muscles. 

"So why do you keep doing it?" 

Bruce lifted his head, twisting on the table to look at her. "Why?" 

"Yes, why?" Placing her hands on his back. She pushed him back down. 

Interesting question. Why did he? And why did that remark of Steve's still bother him so? 

‘| can't really explain. lts not the money, although not saying it isn't nice and it gives you some very important 
advantages. When you go onstage and you feel the rush of energy from the crowd, there's nothing like it. The 
adrenaline kicks in and you feel like you could fucking take off and fly - thousands of people screaming for you 
and what you do. It's like the best high you can get, no drug or drink, nothing can get you to that level. In 
some ways it's an addiction, and when you don't have it, you begin to crave it" 

"But if you aren't happy doing it, then why...” 

Bruce felt his temper building. "Look Rosemarie, just get on with the massage alright?" 

Silence, just the feeling of her hands. 

Bruce sighed, closing his eyes and trying to shut off the thoughts in his head. 

"Bruce? Turn over please." 

Flipping onto his back, Bruce threw his arm over his eyes. 

Rosemarie bit her lip, wanting to say something but the cold silence from the man on the table made her 
wonder if it was a good idea. Pouring some more of the warm oil onto his chest, she worked her fingers over 
his pecs, losing herself in feeling the hard muscle under her fingers, the heavy swirls of hair clinging to her 
oily skin. Letting her eyes wander as her hands moved automatically in the rhythm she had been taught, she 
couldn't help but notice just how incredibly he was put together. 

She knew he had to be at least 20 years older than her, but to look at him you would never believe it. His 
body was toned and tuned, hard muscles everywhere. Even his stomach was flat and tight, jumping under her 


fingers as she rubbed over his firm abs, down to the top of his briefs. 


Rosemarie started, in her admiration she had forgotten to move the towel, which was now twisted half 


underneath him. Moving across the small strip of material covering his groin, she dipped more of the oil and 
let a few drops fall onto his thigh. Taking a deep breath, she worked her hands over the top of his leg, her 
fingers sliding between to catch the oil as it ran. 


Bruce grunted, the first sound he'd made in what seemed like hours. Rosemarie looked up at his face; his eyes 
still covered by his forearm, before dipping her fingers back into the well between his legs and kneading his 
inner thigh. 


Bruce grit his teeth, the touch of her hand only a few inches from his balls making his cock stir. Moving his 
arm a bit, he cracked open an eye, looking down his body and studying her face, a small frown of concentration 


on her features. He let out a breath of relief as her hand moved lower on his leg. 


Rosemarie was lost in her own thoughts, the texture of his skin, the roughness of the hair, the fact that she 
could see his cock move inside his briefs.. Turning back and dipping her fingers into the oil, she moved down 
onto his calf, drawing out the massage as much as she could. She was almost reluctant to move around to the 
other side, touching him like this was doing things inside her own body that she wasn't quite sure of, but she 
knew she liked it - liked it a lot in fact. Not that she didn't know about sex, and what it was or what it 
involved, just that this was the first time she had ever had the chance to explore a man's body, and a very 
attractive body to boot, with this much intimacy. With a sigh, she realized unless she wanted to start at the 


bottom and work her way up again, she had no choice but to move to the other side. 


Ignoring the dipper, she pushed her fingers into the warm oil, holding her hands up in the air as she moved 
around the massage table, back up to the top of his leg to work down the other side. Reaching to place her 
hands on his thigh she hesitated, stepping sideways and starting at his calf instead. 


Bruce bit his lip, trying to keep the grin hidden as he watched her through his slitted eye. Her face wasn't 
frowning now, there was a look of wonder as she stroked and kneaded his skin, a soft flush on her cheeks as 
her hands moved higher on his leg, over his knee and onto his lower thigh. He shifted, dropping his arm back 


over his eyes as she glanced up at him. 


The loss of the contact with her hands on his flesh almost made him grumble until he heard the soft sound 
of the dipper striking the edge of the warming bowl as she dipped her fingers back in the oil. Moments later 
the contact was back, her fingers at the bottom curve of the long muscle in his thigh. 


Rosemarie tried to steady the shaking in her hand as her fingers traced the hard curve, working the muscles 
slowly, her lip caught in her teeth as she tried to steady her breathing as well. All the way up to the bottom 
of those small black briefs, along the outside of his leg, working back up over the front and finally letting her 
hands slide between his legs. 


Bruce was trying to think of anything except her hands, but as usual his cock had other ideas. Every thump of 
his heart sent a rush of blood between his legs, he could feel it swelling, stiffening as her fingers continued to 


move over the sensitive skin of his inner thighs. 


Rosemarie was fascinated, watching the bulge in front of her grow, stretching the material as it swelled. Her 


fingers moved of their own accord, slipping higher up his thigh to nudge against his balls. 
Bruce's body arched, a low growl coming from his throat. 


"Careful love, that's very close to making you a cock tease." His voice was deceptively soft, taking the sting out 
of his words. 


Taking a deep breath, Rosemarie placed her hand directly on his crotch. 


Bruce's eyes shot open, his arm dropping away as he sat up, looking down with an almost comical expression of 


surprise. 

Yes that was her hand, and yes it was sitting directly on his cock. 

Eyes wide, he looked at her. 

"What..." 

Rosemarie shook her head. "I don't know, | just wanted to touch you...” 

Bruce reached down and lifted her hand away. Tugging her forward, he slid his hand around to cup the back of 
her head, holding her gently. Tilting his head, he moved closer, letting his lips brush hers. Placing her hand on 
his chest, he slid it slowly down over his stomach, pushing the tips of her fingers under the waistband of his 
briefs. 

"Then touch me." 


Rosemarie looked at him, her eyes wide as her fingers felt the hard flesh of his cock. 


Bruce groaned, looking into her eyes as the tips of her fingers trembled against the heated skin. Licking his lips, 
he moved his mouth towards hers as her oiled fingers slid along the shaft. 


Rosemarie thought her legs would give out, the feeling in her body, the heat of his skin, the look in his eyes 
combining into a sensation that seemed to focus between her thighs. Her eyes drifted closed as his breath 
blew warm over her lips. 


"Papacito," she whispered as his mouth claimed hers. 


Bruce groaned, pushing his tongue into her mouth and rubbing it over hers, trying to keep the kiss gentle but 
deep, stroking her mouth with his tongue, teasing it around hers and drawing it forward past his lips. 


Her fingers traced his shaft, reaching down he covered her hand with his, wrapping her fingers around his 
cock. Moving his hand slowly up and down the silken skin, he showed her how to please him, her oil coated 
fingers sliding easily over the hard flesh. 


Lost in each other, they didn't hear the arrival of the third person in the house until her voice tore through 


the room. 
"Madre de dios!" 


Rosemarie jumped back with a gasp, pulling away from Bruce and turning to face the woman standing in the 


doorway. 


Bruce snarled, whipping his head around and jumping off the table to move in front her, feet spread in a 


defensive pose. 

"What the fuck? Who the hell do you think you fucking are?!" 

Rosemarie grabbed his shoulder. "Bruce, wait..." 

A stream of rapid fire Spanish came from the irate woman, directed at the now cowering girl behind him. 


With a quick "I'm sorry!" she ducked around him, avoiding his hand as he reached for her and running from the 


room. 
Bruce narrowed his eyes, approaching the woman standing in the doorway. 
“Again, who the fuck do you think you are! This is NONE of your business and | won't stand for... 


"None of my business Mr. Dickinson? That's where you're wrong. It is very much my business when | see you 


taking advantage of my daughter." 


Oh shit... 


Bruce sat at the table, trying to figure out what to do. After Edith's statement, he had gone to his room and 
showered, dressing and coming back downstairs. He had no idea where Rosemarie had gone, and as for Edith, 
well he could hear her moving around in the kitchen but he didn't think it wise to face her there. Too many 
sharp objects within reach for his liking. 


The door to the kitchen slammed open, a grim faced Edith coming through and banging several dishes down on 
the table. 


"Your dinner Mr. Dickinson" 


Right, a bit of arsenic or something simple to get like rat poison right? Maybe if I'm lucky she just took a pee 
in it. 


"Edith, first off | didn't know she was your daughter..." 

"And that makes a difference? She's someone's daughter!" 

Bruce winced. First point to Edith. 

"Yes, true but | think you're misunderstanding something. | wasn't forcing her..." 

‘Oh of course not! What girl her age wouldn't have her head turned by some fancy rock star!" 

Ok, half a point there. 

"Really Edith, she's an adult and if she chooses to.." 

"Do you know you're old enough to be her father?" 

OUCH, that one was worth two. 

And it also sent his temper straight up. 

"Look!" Bruce stood up, overturning his chair. "I did not force her into doing anything! She was with me of her 
own free will and if she wants to climb into my bed and fuck me then it's HER business and MY business but 
it's not YOUR business!" 

Game, set, match. 

Edith stared at him, lips tight. 

Ok, try this a bit softer Bruce. 

"Look, Edith, | know that she's not had much experience, and | wouldn't force her to do anything she didn't want 
to." Bruce rubbed his hands over his face. "But what she does is up to her. She knows that I'm no knight in 
shining bloody armor, she knows that when | leave here | can't take her with me, but if she chooses to spend 


the time I'm here WITH me, don't you think that's her decision to make?" 


"Eat before it gets cold" Edith spun around and disappeared back into the kitchen, closing the door behind her. 


Bruce sighed, righting his chair and dropping into it. Some fucking vacation, he really was gonna kill Rod for 
this... 


Lifting his head from the pillows the next morning, Bruce took a moment to hope it was all a bad dream. 
Groaning, he rolled over onto his back, staring up at the ceiling. He was going to have to get in touch with Rod 
Today; he couldn't stand another day and night in this nightmare. 

His stomach grumbled, reminding him that he hadn't eaten the night before. After Edith left the room he 
didn't feel much like dinner, instead wandering outside and walking around the property, trying to sort his 
thoughts. He still had no idea what had happened to Rosemarie, and not wanting to enrage Edith further he had 
decided it was better not to ask. 

Throwing the covers off and swinging his legs out of the bed, he had to laugh as his cock poked him in the 
stomach. "You, you get me in more bloody trouble.." Standing, he stretched and headed for the loo, wondering 
what he would be facing when he made it downstairs. 

No sneaky feet this morning, he walked down the steps and into the dining room, listening to the sounds of 
movement behind the door to the kitchen. Noticing the table was set for one he sighed, dropping into the chair. 
Propping his elbow on the table he rested his chin in his hand, another long sigh escaping his lips as the door 
to the kitchen swung open. 

He missed that silly little giggle. 

Right, that was the one. Coming from the kitchen. 

Bruce sat up, looking at the door, his face breaking into a grin at the sight of Rosemarie standing there. 

"Well I'll be damned." 

Setting several dishes on the table, Rosemarie giggled again. 

"According to my mother we both are." 

Bruce leaned back in the chair, crooking his finger in a come here gesture at her. 

"| don't know, you've got a rather wicked look in your eye." 


Slow grin, another crook of the finger. 


Another giggle. 


"Maybe you should eat first, you might need your strength." 

Rosemarie shrieked as Bruce suddenly lunged out of the chair, moving around the table and grabbing her 
around the waist. Backing her against the wall, he grabbed her hands, pinning them above her head, pressing 
his body into hers. 

"Where did you go last night? | was worried...” 

His breath washed over her skin as he kissed his way up her neck. 

‘| went up To my room until | heard you go outside, then | came down to talk to my m..mother" 

Bruce leaned back far enough to look at her. 


"Speaking of that, where is your mother?" 


Rosemarie leaned her head forward, timidly touching her lips to his neck. Made bolder by his soft groan, she 
licked his skin, tasting him, 


"She left. She said if | wanted to..be with you then she wasn't staying around to watch me make a fool of 
myself" 


"Is that what you think you're doing?" 


Rosemarie shook her head. "No. | know this isn't going to end up like some fairy tale, and when you leave | 


won't ever see you again, but I'm ok with that." 

Bruce frowned, letting her go and turning to walk over to the window, staring out at the lawn. 
"You do understand that I'm married and | love my wife." 

"Yes, | saw the ring." 

"And you still want to..." 

Rosemarie walked up behind him, slipping her arms around his waist. 

"Yog" 

A soft kiss on the back of his neck 


"Bruce, | may not have a lot of experience with men, but | like the way you make me feel, and | like you. I'm 


not a child and l'm not expecting you to fall madly in love with me and sweep me off my feet and carry me 


away to a life on the road." 
Bruce snorted. "Life on the road isn't all it's cracked up to be." 


"And that's why you're here. Now come on, eat and then we'll go work on trying to get you back in that happy 


place" 
"And what if | said Id rather take you to bed?" 

"Id say you better eat first, you're gonna need your strength" 

"WHY?" 

Enough bloody delays already! He'd eaten, patiently waited while she cleaned up from breakfast - maybe 
patiently was stretching it a bit but he'd only grumbled for a minute - and now she wanted him to give her a 


few minutes to do something else. 


And with a hard cock that knew it was finally going to get its needs taken care of that little giggle wasn't so 
bloody cute. 


Ah fuck, just admit it Dickinson, yeah it was. 


Bruce looked around the room. Right, perfect. Make this as perfect as possible for her, something that she'd 
look back on and think of nothing but good. 


Bed straightened up, covers pulled back to the foot of the bed, towels spread out over the sheets, candles 


nicked from the room downstairs, the oil warmer on and heating, had he missed anything? 

OH FUCK. 

Bruce sat on the edge of the bed and flopped backwards, a steady stream of curses coming from his lips. 
"Bruce? What's wrong?" 

Sitting up, the last curse died on his lips. 


Rosemarie stood in the doorway, wearing a short robe that covered her to the top of her thighs, the deep v 


over her chest showing a hint of white lace, her hair loose and draped over her shoulders. 


"We can't do this love." 

"W..why?" 

Rising, Bruce walked over and drew her into his arms. 

| thought you wanted me." Her voice was soft, eyes bright as she looked at him. 

‘| do, can't you tell?" Bruce pulled her against his hips, letting her feel the hard bulge at his crotch. 
"Then why can't we?" 

Bruce made a face, sticking his lower lip out and pouting. 

"Because l'm a bloody idiot" 

Hey, that wasn't supposed to make her giggle. 

"No you aren't. And | think | know what you're worried about and you don't have to be worried" 
"| don't?" 


She shook her head. "| didn't plan on staying a virgin for the rest of my life, | wanted to make sure that | was 


ready in case something happened." 

Ok, that was supposed to be a grin but it felt more like a leer. 
"Then why aren't you in bed yet?" 

Taking her hands, Bruce drew her toward into the room. 


Rosemarie could feel her heart beating so hard she though it would jump from her chest as his fingers 
traced her cheek Slipping his arms around her waist, Bruce kissed the side of her jaw, moving his lips a 
fraction of an inch and kissing her again, tracing down to her chin and back up the other side. Her soft moan 


made him grin, reaching up he pushed the heavy hair away from her neck and gently nipped the creamy skin 


"Bruce..." 
"Shh. just feel." 


Soft licks over the pulse in her throat, up to the soft shell of her ear and blowing softly on her wet skin, 


feeling her shiver. His hands moved around to the front of her robe, untying the sash and reaching up to push 
it off her shoulders, lips tracing over the exposed skin and down to her collarbone, finding the hollow of her 


throat and working down to find the dark cleft between her breasts. 


Her fingers dug into his shoulders, her body swaying as his tongue probed the valley, licking down to the lace 
of her bra and then trailing over the swell to the strap, light sucking kisses going back along to path to the 
other side until the tops of her breasts were wet from his mouth. 


Bruce stepped back, taking her hands from his shoulders and kissing both wrists, sliding his hands up her arms 
and pulling the robe down to fall to the ground. Taking her hands in his, he stepped back, looking down her body 
slowly. 


"You are beautiful." The soft brown of his eyes darkened, looking over the soft swell of her hips, down her 
legs, and moving back up. 


Rosemarie blushed. "No. l'm..." 
Bruce put his finger on her lips. "Shh..rermember?" 


Taking her hand, he walked backwards to the bed, feeling it hit the back of his legs. Lowering himself to the 
edge of the bed he spread his legs and pulled her to stand between his thighs, running the pads of his fingers 


over the her skin, along her ribs and down over her stomach, watching the shivers run through her. 


Leaning into her, Bruce ran his tongue over the soft curve of her stomach, his fingers running back along her 
ribs and up her spine, finding the catch of her bra and hooking the clasps. Hooking his fingers in the straps, he 
pulled them down her arms, lifting his head and staring into her eyes, "Alright?" 


Rosemarie nodded, biting her lip. 


Bruce dropped the bra on the floor, dragging his fingertips up over her thighs and along her sides before 
turning his hands to cup the bottom of her breasts in his palms. He heard her gasp, her back arching to push 
into his hands, her nipples hardening before his eyes. 


"Fuck." He breathed, leaning forward and tracing one of those hardening buds with the tip of his tongue before 
sucking it into his mouth. Closing his teeth gently he tugged, his hands going down and grabbing her waist as 
her legs faltered, her fingers digging into his shoulders again, holding herself up as he suckled and bit at her 
ripple. Drawing his head back, stretching the nub of flesh until she whimpered, he opened up and released it, 
moving to the other side and repeating the slow torture until her hands moved up to grip his hair, yanking it 


in an effort to force him away from her over sensitized flesh. 


Bruce let her pull his head back, tilting his head back to look up at her, at the same time moving his hands 


down to the waistband of her panties, rolling the lace down over her hips. 


Rosemarie gasped, her hands covering his. "Bruce, wait, I." 


"Shh," he stood, pulling her against him. Keeping his hands under hers he ran his tongue over her bottom lip. 
"We have all the time you need." 


Burying his face in the side of her neck, he stroked his lips up to her ear, licking the spot right behind, grinning 
as he felt the soft sigh of her breath on his neck. Kissing and nipping down to her shoulder, he slid his hands 
from under hers, finding the soft swell of her arse and kneading the skin Gentle bites along the edge of her 
jaw, feeling her turn her face, her lips seeking his, a grunt of surprised pleasure as her tongue slipped into his 
mouth, teasing along his teeth and stroking the roof of his mouth. Deepening the intensity of the kiss, Bruce 
pulled her hard against him, flexing the muscles in his back to rub his cock against her. 


Rosemarie moaned into his mouth, her hands fluttering for a moment before finding the hard muscled chest. 


Stroking over the shirt, she felt the hard buds of his nipples press into her palms. 


Bruce damn near bit her tongue in shock as her fingernails scratched over the peaks, her fingers trying to pull 
on the hard points through his shirt, feeling her whimper of frustration vibrate on his lips. 


Pulling back, chest heaving, Bruce turned them both around and pushed her gently down onto the bed. 
Rosemarie looked up him, confused by his actions. "Didn't you like.” 

Bruce's chuckle sounded positively evil. 

"| liked, | just would like better without some of these bloody clothes." 


Pressing his toes against the heel of his other foot, Bruce kicked off his shoe, switching feet and getting rid of 
the second. Bending over, he pulled off his socks, grinning as he heard her giggle. 


Standing straight again, he spread his legs, reaching down and rubbing his hand over his crotch, watching her 
eyes drop to follow the movements, her breath catching as she leaned forward, fascinated by the stroking 
movements. Sliding his hand higher he thumbed open the snap, stepping forward and pushing his knees between 
her legs and spreading them open to allow him to move in to stand between her thighs. 


Tugging his shirt free of the jeans, he took her hands, guiding them under the material to rest against his skin. 
Leaving them there and reaching down, he flicked her nipples with his fingers, holding her eyes with his. 


"Undress me." 


Rosemarie nodded, pushing his shirt up over his ribs as he raised his arms, her hands never losing contact 
with his hot flesh as the material bunched around his neck and slid off over his head, tugging on it to pull his 
arms down to slide it off. Dropping it on the floor her hands went back to his chest, fingers playing in the 
thick hair and finding his nipples, biting her lip as he groaned her name. Lifting her head, she used the tip of 


her tongue to touch him, feeling the muscles jump as the wet point dragged across his skin, his hands stroking 


her hair. 

Bruce cupped the back of her head, guiding her carefully to lap at his nipple, closing his eyes as she ran her 
tongue over the bud, a long groan coming from his throat as her mouth closed over it. Sucking, her fingers 
rubbing and scratching over the other side of his chest, Rosemarie closed her teeth around him; wanting to 
give him the same pleasure he had given her. 

A sharp yelp startled her as Bruce jumped back. 

"Easy love!" laughing, he cupped her face, "A bit of a nibble is fine, but I'm not a bloody biscuit." 


Flushing, she smiled at him. "Sorry." 


"IFs alright." Bending his head, he kissed her gently. "Just remember that if you get the urge to bite anything 


else." 


Rosemarie nodded, her cheeks coloring again as she realized what he meant. She buried her face in his chest 


to hide her embarrassment. 

Bruce opened his mouth to again reassure her when he felt her fingers hesitantly drift over his cock. Closing 

his mouth with a snap, he stroked her hair, gritting his teeth as her fingers traced the outline of the shaft, 

finding the head and rubbing it slowly. He was just starting to wonder where her other hand was when he felt 


a tug on his zipper, teeth separating as she drew it down. 


He grumbled as her hand left his cock, feeling the little nervous giggle against his chest as her hands pushed 
his jeans down over his hips, her breath hot on his skin. 


Oops. Forgot he'd gone commando today. 
Rosemarie jumped back, startled by the sudden slap of his cock against her as the material slid past his groin. 
"Er, sorry love, didn't think about that..." 


Hard to keep a normal tone when you damn near just cold cocked her with your dick. Cold cocked by Dickinson's 


dick, funny thought there. 
Rosemarie looked up at him, frowning at his amused snort. 
Oops, mind back on the game here, time for a quick distraction so she doesn’t think you were laughing at her. 


"Alright?" 


Rosemarie nodded, the frown dissolving into a very sweet smile. 


Bruce covered her fingers with his, pushing the jeans over his thighs and down his legs, letting them drop to 
the floor and stepping carefully out of them. 


Time seemed to freeze as Rosemarie looked at him, standing quietly in front of her, hands at his sides. The 
only word that even came to mind as she studied the man in front of her was magnificent. Hard muscles in his 
arms and chest, those thick strong thighs, the swirls of hair that seemed to be groomed to lie perfectly on 
his skin Firm, full lips, and those chocolate brown eyes, darkened by lust, looking at her with a gaze as full of 


heat as the thick cock jutting from its nest of hair. 


Her fingers itched to touch him, trembling as they reached for him, skimming along the flesh and finding the 


wiry hair in his groin 
Bruce curled his fingers into his palms, willing himself still as her fingers touched the base of his shaft. 


Rosemarie bit her lip, feeling the heat from his cock as her fingers explored the soft skin, tracing the large 
vein on the underside to the tip, feeling the foreskin moving under the pads of her fingers. 


Bruce let his breath out in an explosion of air, tilting his head back as her fingers rubbed over the head of his 
cock, spreading the thick precum around and down as her fingers played over the shaft. 


Wrapping her fingers around his cock, Rosemarie stroked him, remembering how he had guided her hand, her 
grip firm but light. Long slow pumps of his cock, down to the base and up to nudge the head, precum flowing 
heavily from the tip and covering her fingers, her hand sliding easily over the wet flesh. 


Bruce reached out and cupped her cheek, feeling her lean into his hand. He grunted when her free hand cupped 
his balls, thumb rubbing over the firm orbs, her eyes watching the way the heavy sac rolled over her 
fingers. Thrusting his hips, he used the movement to speed up her strokes, pushing forward as her hand 
reached the base and pulling back to urge her fingers back up. 

Rosemarie licked her lips, hearing Bruce groan at the gesture. 


"Can | watch you come?" 


Bruce nodded, not trusting his voice, wrapping his hand around hers and tightening the grip of her fingers, 
fucking her hand harder. 


She felt his balls tighten in her fingers, her body feeling a strange ache as his breathing speeded up, his hips 
pumping faster into their hands. The shaft seemed to swell in her fingers; his cock jumping as he suddenly 


pushed it down to point at her breasts. 


With a drawn out groan, Bruce thrust his hips forward, his spine locking as the first jet of come splattered 


onto her breasts, feeling her jump as the warm sticky liquid hit her skin. Keeping his fingers over hers he 
milked at the shaft, pulling the seed from his balls, several more strings coating her breasts before tapering 


off, the last bit dribbling over their fingers to land on her leg. 


Stilling the movement of her hand, Bruce twined his fingers with hers and pulled them off his cock, stepping 
back and stumbling slightly, trying to catch his breath. 


Rosemarie looked down at herself, the come cooling on her skin, before raising her eyes to him. 


"Fuck, sorry love, but | didn't want to come on your face. | wasn't sure how you'd feel about that and | didn't 


have enough time to ask." 


Reaching down he grabbed his shirt and began to gently wipe his seed from her skin. Her fingers covered his, 


stopping the movements. 


Bruce looked at her, puzzled by her actions. His eyes widened as she lifted his hand, hissing as her tongue 
flicked out to taste the drops of come on his skin 


'It's..salty," another lick, "but at the same time it's sweet... 

Taking the shirt from his hand, she guided his fingers to the last bit of come on her skin, using them to wipe 
it clean, then drawing them to her mouth. Opening her lips she took them into her mouth, sucking and licking 
the skin. 

Bruce grinned down at her. 

"You surprise me love." 

Rosemarie tugged his wrist and pulled his fingers free. 


"Not as innocent as you thought?" 


Bruce moved closer, sliding an arm behind her back and one under her knees. Lifting her against his chest, he 


shook his head. 

"Not as innocent as | thought indeed." 

Carrying her around the bed, he set her on the edge of the towels. 
"Roll over and get comfortable." 


Rosemarie looked at him, "What are you going to do?" 


"Do you trust me?" 
She nodded. 
"Then turn over and lay on your stomach and get comfortable." 


With a shrug, she turned and stretched out, crossing her arms under her head and resting her chin on her 


forearms. 


She felt the bed move as Bruce climbed on, straddling her legs and lowering himself to sit on her thighs, 
keeping most of his weight carefully balanced on his calves. 


"Too heavy for you or is that alright?" 
"No, its fine, but what...” 
“Shh..close your eyes." 


Rosemarie sighed, closing her eyes and wondering what he was going to do. Her body ached, her skin feeling 
every brush of his, the lace panties damp between her legs. She took a sharp breath as she felt the warm oil 
hit the skin of her back, his hand spreading it over her skin. 


Bruce rubbed the oil up over her shoulders and down her spine, carefully kneading her flesh, drawing little 
sighs and moans as he stroked her. Working over the upper part of her back, he moved lower, keeping a 
constant gentle pressure, feeling her start to wiggle under his thighs. He grinned, sliding his hands down to her 
hips and walking himself backward on his knees, his fingers tugging the panties down. 


"Lift your hips." His voice was soft, his touch even softer as her hips rose off the bed, rolling the lace down 
over her arse, the swells of that café au lait skin looking so creamy that he couldn't resist leaning over and 


giving one a little nip. 
Rosemarie giggled at the unexpected sensation. 


Bruce rose up, going up one knee and pushing the panties down her legs, laughing as she helpfully bent her 
knees up to allow him to take them completely off. Tossing them off the bed, he again straddled her, moving 
higher to let his cock nudge her arse as he stretched out over her. 


Moving her hair, he kissed her neck, feeling her arch into him as she moaned, the oil making her slide against 
his chest. Biting gently at the skin, he reached around and slid his arm under her, moving down her stomach 

and into the soft hair. Keeping her pressed to him, he backed down her legs, his rapidly swelling cock rubbing 

over the back of her thigh. Rising up on his knees, he threw his leg over hers to kneel beside her. 


"Turn over love." 


Rosemarie rolled onto her side, whimpering as the movement caused his fingers to leave her groin 

"All the way over, onto your back" 

Bruce grinned at the pout on her face. 

"Trust me." 

Sticking her tongue out at him she turned over completely. 

Bruce lifted his leg and nudged between her thighs, forcing her to spread her legs. Leaning over her he kissed 
her, teasing her lips with the tip of his tongue before pushing it into her mouth to twine around hers, stroking 
her nipples as the kiss deepened, till her moans filled his mouth. 

Lifting his head he grabbed a pillow. 

"Bend your knees and lift your hips.” 


As her body rose from the bed, he slid the pillow under her, keeping her hips tilted up. 


Moving his other leg between hers, he leaned back down, drawing her mouth into another long kiss, tongues 


playing, wrestling and stroking, exploring each other. 

With a soft nip at the tip of her tongue Bruce moved his mouth away from hers kissing and licking down her 
neck, stopping to tease her nipples, feeling her body starting to writhe beneath him as he moved down Little 

licks and nibbles over her stomach, stopping to tease her belly button, till finally he reached the hair covering 
her sex. 

Parting the lips with his fingers, Bruce blew a stream of air over the wet flesh, causing her hips to buck up. 
"OH" 

Bruce grinned. Did it again 

Another sound, this one more of a moan. 

Her fingers curled into the sheets, Rosemarie closed her eyes and turned her head, pulling her knees up. 


Well now, can't turn down an invitation like that can you Bruce? 


Dropping his head, he gave a long lick up the open slit, stopping at her clit and stiffening his tongue against it, 


giving several sharp taps. 


Rosemarie's back arched, a loud wail coming from her throat. 


Bruce grinned against her wet flesh, softening his tongue and lapping at her, arms curling around her legs and 


holding her open, tongue moving over her, circling around before lapping again, grunting at the effort of holding 


her still under him. 


Teasing her hole with his fingers, he pushed one inside, barely passing the first knuckle before pulling it back 


again, using short little strokes to spread her open, his lips and tongue moving over and around her clit. 


Rosemarie reached down and grabbed his hair, pushing his face against her pussy, panting as her body felt like 


it being wound up, the tension growing and centering between her legs. 


"Oh Bruce, please..." 


Bruce used his tongue to lash at her clit, rubbing the tip back and forth, then taking the underside and using it 
to spank the swollen bud, her moans turning to soft keens as her body rocked up to meet him, his finger 
thrusting deeper, the pleasure reaching a point when it hovered on the edge of pain. 

"Bruce! Oh my god!" 

Her fingers yanked at his hair, her knees drawing up higher as she squealed, her body locking as she came, a 
hot rush of juice over his finger as her pussy clenched around it. Gentling the strokes of his tongue, Bruce 
held his finger still and let her writhe on it, the muscles sucking it deeper inside as her orgasm rushed 


through her. 


Softer spasms, her breathing starting to slow as the intensity faded, she closed her eyes and whimpered as 


his finger left her. 
Bruce rose up between her legs, taking the head of his now dripping cock and rubbing it in the soft hair. 
Opening her eyes, Rosemarie caught her breath at the sight before her. 


Skin sweat slick, eyes half lidded with passion, his hand working over the stiff shaft of his cock, Bruce growled 
low in his throat as he looked at her. 


"Turn over, back on your stomach." 


Forcing her trembling muscles to move, Rosemarie sat up and turned over, maneuvering her legs around him. 


Tossing the pillow away, she started to flatten out, stopping when his hand touched her back. 


"Get up on your knees love." 


Wrapping his arm around her waist to guide her, Bruce positioned her on her knees, running his hand down her 
stomach, fingers playing in the soft thatch of hair, brushing against the very top of her slit. He guided her 
legs, using his hand to press her knees apart, rubbing her inner thighs, his fingers slipping in the moisture 


there. 

Toking a firm grasp on the shaft of his cock, he rubbed the tip against her, feeling her push back at him, 
"lll make this fast love but | can't say it isn't going to hurt" 

Rosemarie nodded. 

"| know, just please Bruce, | want you inside me." 

Bruce pressed the tip to her hole, tensing his back, and with one hard thrust buried himself inside her. 


Her body bucked under his; leaning over her he rubbed her back, talking softly into her ear, quiet words and 


sounds, gentle murmurs, trying to relax her. 
"Shh love, it's alright." 


Wrapping his arm around her he pulled her up to rest her arse on his thighs. Leaning back, he began to flex 
the muscles in his back, using them to drive his hips, slowly stroking his cock in and out of her hole. Running 
his hand down over her stomach, he found the hard bud of her clit, rolling it between the tips of his fingers, 
teasing it with gentle strokes. 


Rosemarie gasped, the sharp pain being replaced by intense pleasure, the feeling of his cock moving inside her 
only heightened by his fingers. Reaching back her fingers dug into his sides, rocking on her knees to meet his 
thrusts, his chest pressed to her back, bodies slippery with sweat and the oil he had spread over her skin. 


Bruce buried his face in her neck, panting against her skin as his strokes speeded up, the room filling with the 
sounds of their moans and the slap of flesh on flesh. 


Twisting her head to the side Rosemarie sought his lips, whimpering as his tongue found hers. 

Bruce pressed his fingers hard against her clit, his other arm snaking around her and pinching and pulling her 
nipples, jabbing his cock into her with fast hard strokes. Feeling his balls tighten, he leaned back a bit further, 
arching her body around his, using the strength in his thighs to support their weight. 


Her pussy tightened on his shaft, her own thrusts becoming erratic as her body tensed, a sudden scream into 
his mouth as she came, her fingers digging into his hips. 


Tearing his mouth from hers Bruce threw his head back, groaning as his cock was suddenly gripped in a hot 
wet vise, dragging against the flesh as he thrust hard, his back locked as his cock exploded, bathing the walls 


of her pussy in thick streams of come. 


Holding her tight to his chest as their hearts pounded, breath ragged and gasping, Bruce eased his fingers 
away from her clit and wrapped both arms around her, letting her weight rest on his thighs. 


Gathering the last of his strength he leaned forward, still holding her to him and stretching out on his side. 
Drawing his hips back he let his cock slide out of her before gathering her back to spoon against him, stroking 
his fingers down her arm. 

"You ok love?" 

Rosemarie nodded, still trying to gather her mind after the explosion that had rocked her entire body. 
Sitting up, Bruce grabbed the covers from the foot of the bed and pulled them up, settling back against her. 
"Bruce?" 

"Yes love?" 

"Can we do this again before you leave?" 

Bruce lifted himself on his elbow, frowning as he looked at her. 

"| don't leave until tomorrow." 


"| know...” 


"And you only want to do it once?" 


Ah, that giggle... 


Adrian 


Author's Notes: 
Yay! Andy's back and of couse thanks and you rock and | couldn't do it without you. 


Adrian sighed as he stepped outside and headed for his car. With a last wave at Davey, he slid in through the 
open door and settled against the seat. He needed this; he was just so bloody fed up with the incompetence and 
the finger pointing. It wasn't even the band that was making him feel like screaming, it was the crew. Normally 
they were the best - not that they had much choice with ‘Arry around - but this tour they seemed to have, 


well, gone completely bonkers! 
Opening the paper, he took another look. 


ADRIAN SMITH 
Contact person: B. WESTLAKE 
Contact Number: Memory #80 (stored) 


Contact will not be available until destination is reached. Call upon arrival. 

Ok, so he'd call upon arrival, wherever that might be. Settling back, he closed his eyes and let himself drift. 
"Mr. Smith? We've arrived at the airport. Your plane is waiting.” 

Adrian started awake, blinking rapidly to clear his eyes as he looked at the driver. 

"Right, thanks mate." 


Grabbing his bag, he stepped from the car and stretched, walking toward the small jet. Climbing the short set 
of steps and ducking inside he settled into the first seat and prepared himself for takeoff. 


A uniformed woman nodded to him, giving him a smile as she closed the door and then returned to the front 
of the plane, closing the door behind her. Woman pilot? Or maybe first officer? He'd have to remember to 
mention that to Bruce, how nice it was to have an attractive bird instead of a short hairy bloke flying him 
around. With a smirk, he wormed himself deeper into the seat and closed his eyes, sound asleep before the 


plane even left the ground. 
The touchdown of the wheels on a landing strip brought him awake. Turning his head to look out the window, he 
was at a complete loss as to where he was. As the plane taxied to a stop, he unfastened his seatbelt and 


retrieved his bag from under his seat, already on his feet when the same woman appeared through the door. 


Walking over to stand behind her as she opened the hatch, he gave her a smile when she turned to him. 


"Nice smooth flight, thanks. 
"You're quite welcome Mr. Smith. We'll be here to fly you back at the prearranged time. 

"When is that?" 

"You'll receive all of the information you need from your contact Mr. Smith. Enjoy your time off" 
Adrian shrugged, stepping carefully down from the plane and walking towards a waiting car. 
"Guess you're for me?" 


The driver nodded, opening the back door and allowing Adrian to step inside before closing it and sliding behind 
the wheel. 


Flipping open his phone, Adrian called up the memory list and pressed entry 80. Tapping his fingers on his knee, 


he waited for an answer. 

"Good evening Mr. Smith. | hope you had a pleasant flight” 

Adrian frowned, trying to place the slight accent. 

"Hello, yes | did” 

"Good. My name is Barbara, and l'Il be working with you on your special request. The car you are in will be 
bringing you to my home. You will be met by a member of my staff, and after dinner will be shown to your 
room. | will meet with you at breakfast. If there is anything you require, feel free to ask my staff, they have 
been instructed to take good care of you. Good night." 

Opening his mouth to reply, Adrian was quite surprised to hear a soft click. 

"Hmm, friendly aren't you?" 

Snapping the phone closed, Adrian leaned back in the seat and watched through the window, trying to pick up a 
clue where he was. Nothing looked familiar, in fact it seemed like he was in the middle of nowhere. A turn onto 
a graveled road, winding through the trees, finally brought him to a large, pillared home. 

Adrian whistled softly. "Nice, very posh." A soon as the car drew to a halt he opened the door and stepped 
out, throwing a quick "Got it mate," over his shoulder to the driver. Strolling up the steps and across the wide 


porch, he was reaching for the bell when the door swung open. 


"Mr. Smith?" Stepping back, the slight man motioned Adrian inside. "Please follow me, I'll show you to your 


room.” 


Adrian nodded, looking around as he stepped inside. Not quite what he expected, rather bare walls with some 
modern art here and there, bright splashes of colors that didn't really show any shape or form. He'd rather 
expected a much more antique feel to the place. Climbing the steps, he followed the man to an open door, 


raising his eyebrows as he stepped inside. 


"My name is Wilhelm, and if there is anything you need please let me know. I'll leave you now to freshen 


yourself and I'll be back to escort you to dinner in an hour.” 
With a slight bow, he withdrew, closing the door and leaving Adrian to look around. 


Ok Again not what he expected. Low slung furniture, rather sparse and plain. Big bed though, looked nice and 
comfy, plenty of room to stretch out in Opening a door he grinned. This made up for everything. A Jacuzzi 
tub, big enough for three or four people, dominated the room. Large, glassed in shower, with heads all around. 


This he could get used to! 


Walking back into the bedroom he grabbed his bag and quickly unpacked, stripping and heading to try out the 
massive shower. He'd love to take soak in the tub, but he was hungry so he'd save that for when he had 


more time. 


Adrian was ready to go when Wilhelm knocked on his door, following the man down the steps and into a room 


filled with wonderful smells. Adrian took the only set place at the table. 


"Please enjoy your meal Mr. Smith. If you have any questions or find something not to your liking, let me 


know." 


Adrian shrugged. What's not to like? Had to be three or four different things to choose from, he was sure he 
could find something that suited him. Loading his plate, he began to eat. 


An hour later he was thinking maybe he should have found less something. Adrian felt more like crawling to 
his room instead of walking, in fact he felt like if he had eaten another bite he would have exploded. Sure beat 
what they'd been fed lately though. 


Finally reaching his room, he pulled his clothes off and crawled into bed with a sigh, punching the pillow into 
shape under his cheek and closing his eyes. The quiet surrounded him, pulling him into sleep. 


A soft but persistent knock woke him, forcing him from a dream that had been culminating in a feeling of 
trepidation, although judging from the wet spot his cock had left on the sheets it hadn't been all bad. Throwing 
the covers off he wormed his way to the edge of the bed, swinging his legs over to sit on the side, scrubbing 


his face to remove the last traces of sleep. 


"Right mate | hear you, gimme a sec." 


Standing, stretching until he felt his joints pop, Adrian wandered over to the door, opening it a crack and 
standing behind it to hide his naked form. 


Bloody glad he did too, since Wilhelm was standing on the other side. 


"Good morning Mr. Smith. Breakfast is ready and my miss..and the lady of the house is awaiting you. She asks 


that you join her in the dining room as soon as possible." 

Adrian gave a slight grin, rubbing his chin at the slip of the tongue. 

"Right, tell her I'll be down in a few Wilhelm, thanks.” 

Shutting the door, he grabbed a pair of jeans and a shirt and headed for the loo. 
"Mistress?! Interesting...” 


A quick shower later, Adrian sauntered down the steps, heading into the dining room, his stomach growling 


happily at the smells. 


A woman sat at the head of the table, shoulder length hair covering the side of her face as she bent over an 
open date book, tapping a pen on the table as she held a whispered conversation with Wilhelm. 


Adrian stopped in the doorway, softly clearing his throat. 

Eyes rose to meet his, a hand coming up to flip back the hair. 

Suddenly his stomach wasn't the only thing growling. 

Blue eyes, now wait maybe gray, actually kind of on odd combination of the two, hair a soft light brown with 
streaks of blonde. Average height he'd say, hard to tell with her sitting but a nicely rounded form from what 
he could see. But those eyes... 

Rising from her chair, the woman turned to Wilhelm. 


"That will be all from now, see that its taken care of" 


"Yes miss.. err, ma'am" With a slight bow, Wilhelm backed toward another door, almost bumping into the wall 


before turning and fleeing through the portal. 


"Adrian." 


"Right, and you must be Barbara: 

Those eyes regarded him with a steady gaze. 

"Yes | am." 

Adrian took a moment to get a better look at her. She was about the same height as he, figure curved in all 
the right places. Suddenly it dawned on him that she was dressed head to toe in leather; a vest leaving her 
arms bare, the skirt fitting her hips tightly then flaring out down her legs almost to the floor, leaving just 
enough space for the tips of her black boots to peek out. 

Like what you see? You know Adrian, most men aren't brave enough to look at me like that" 

Adrian grinned. "I'm not most men" 

Barbara raised a brow, a small smile playing over her face. 

"No you aren't.” 


Her eyes centered on his crotch as she answered, making his cock twitch in his jeans. 


Pointing to a chair, she took her own seat, crossing her arms on the table in front of her and studying his 


face. 

"Eat, then we can get started." 

Adrian sat down, grinning at her as he checked the dishes on the table, helping himself to several. 
"That almost sounded like an order Barb." 

Well now, those eyes flashed to dark gray when she got pissed. 

"My name is Barbara Adrian, not Barb." 

Adrian shrugged. "Fine with me, and you can call me Adrian, Ade or H, whichever." 

"H2" 

Swallowing, Adrian shrugged again. "Its what the blokes call me, just a nickname. Long story." 


Barbara nodded. "Well | prefer Adrian, | find the shortening of names a barbaric custom." 


"Fine with me then" 

"You don't seem the typical rock star Adrian Most are rather, well.. demanding in their ideas." 
Adrian almost choked, an image of Bruce flashing through his mind. "Yeah, there are those." 
‘Or they're very controlling," 

Well now, that would be ‘Arry. 

"Those too." 

"So what are you?" 

Adrian thought about that for a few seconds. 

"l'm a fisherman who likes to play guitar.” 

A sharp laugh. 

"An interesting assessment of yourself.” 


Another shrug. "I'm just me. I'd rather just go along than cause waves, unless its something that | feel very 
strongly about" 


Barbara lifted her arms, linking her fingers and resting her chin on them as she studied him again. 
| think I'm going to enjoy working with you Adrian" 

Adrian gave her a grin as he nodded. 

"| think it's gonna be rather interesting Barbara 


Breakfast over; Barbara led him to her office, indicating to him to take a seat in a large chair in front of the 
desk. Crossing behind it, she set the date book she had been writing in earlier down, and settled into her own 
chair. 


Adrian sat down, hearing the squeak from the leather, as he got comfortable. 


"In case you hadn't noticed, | have a fetish for leather Adrian. Of course, that's why you're here isn’t it?" 


Adrian rubbed his chin. 

‘In a way yeah, | guess it is." 

Leaning back, Barbara crossed her legs and stared at him. 

"So. Tell me exactly why you are here then" 

Adrian sighed. Why was he here? 

"Well | told Rod that | wasn't happy with my look for this tour. See, when we all split up after the last one, | 
decided to get back into shape, well better shape than | was, and | never thought to let anyone know. So when | 
showed up at ‘Arry's, they were a bit surprised to see the way | looked, and everything got moving so fast it 
slipped my mind to let the wardrobe people know and when we actually got on the road and | went to dress for 
the first show | found out that nothing fit right. | asked the bird that's in charge to do something about it, 
but she said she doesn't have time and l'm stuck with it" 


Adrian shifted in the chair, crossing a leg over his knee and giving his shoe an intense, unhappy look 


"Bad thing is, | know its not her fault, but then again | feel like the bloody pants are gonna fall down and the 
vest is so loose that my guitar strap keeps shifting and another thing... 


Adrian broke off, a red flush appearing on his cheeks. 

"Go on" 

"Well it's like this." 

Barbara kept the smile hidden. That shoe must be very interesting. 
"When I'm onstage | don't, well, you know and." 

"No | don't know. Tell me." 

Adrian scratched his chin. 


"Well, it's just that, | don't wear anything under the leathers and with them being loose like that sometimes 


when you're playing the crowd and the noise gets to you and I've had a couple embarrassing moments.’ 


"Embarrassing? Why would you be embarrassed if you got a hardon Adrian? From what | can tell you have 
nothing to be embarrassed about." 


"Well no, not embarrassed about THAT aspect mind you, just well it's a different problem because there's no 


way you can't see it and the guys have been giving me a bit of grief over it. Just laughing and such. But 
there's been a few times where | forget and when you get close to the fans they tend to grab you, and with 
some it's the first thing they grab. So its better if things are, you know, a bit more packed if you understand 
what | mean" 

Barbara laughed, pulling her chair closer to the desk and flipping open her date book. 

"So you came To me." 

Adrian picked at a thread on the leg of his jeans. 

"Well Rod sent me to you, he heard me having a row with our wardrobe people and when he said we were 
getting the time off he suggested that | come to you instead of going fishing for a few days. Kind of killing two 
birds, take care of the problem but still get some time off" 

"So you don't know who | am or what | do except | work in leather.” 

Adrian shook his head. 

"Can't say | do." 

"Well I'm a specialist in leather. | design, create and fit people with, how can | put this, custom leather outfits." 
"Musicians and such?" 

Another laugh. 

"Well some yes, but my clients tend to be more specialized to the leather they desire more than most." 
Adrian looked puzzled. 

‘Sorry, | don't get what you mean." 

Barbara stood, walking round the desk. 


"Come with me, the best way to understand is to see." 


Adrian rose from the chair, feeling her hand tuck around his arm. With a light tug she led him through the 


door and to another room, taking a key from her pocket. 


"Now, there may be some things in here which you aren't expecting to see Adrian, but don't worry, | haven't 


got those in mind for you." 


Unlocking the door, she turned the handle and pushed it open, reaching in to flip on the light. Taking his arm 
again, she led him inside then stepped back, watching his face. 


"Well, damn, you're right, this is not what | expected.” 

Adrian looked slowly around, hand going automatically to scratch his chin 

The room was filled with the smell of leather; small wonder considering it seemed to be everywhere. Pants, 
vests, shirts, well all that was fine, but..were those hoods? And bodysuits? And whips? And long straps with 
buckles, some reflecting the light from small sharp looking studs sunk into them? 

Adrian turned his head to look at the woman next to him. 

"Yes, | specialize in clothes and other things made of leather which are used in bondage and domination Adrian." 
Adrian wasn't quite sure what to say. Moving over to a worktable he picked up a rather odd shaped piece of 
leather, studs pounded through from the back so the point penetrated to the inside, a set of laces forming the 
tube shape. 

"That's a special order for one of my best clients." 

Adrian shook his head. 

"This can't be for what | think it is can it?" 

Barbara laughed, moving to stand beside him. 

"Its a cock tube. It's placed around a man's cock while he's soft and then laced as tight as desired" 

Adrian dropped it, feeling a twinge in his groin. Sympathy pain perhaps? 

"That would bloody well.” 

"Yes, it would hurt. That's what it's designed for." Picking it up, Barbara slid her fingers into the tube. "As the 
cock swells, or tries to, the studs pierce the flesh. And depending on the tightness of the laces, the cock is 
sometimes unable to achieve full erection as the blood flow is constricted. It depends on how the, well in this 
case the master, is feeling, and how much pleasure, or pain, he wants his slave to feel." 

Setting the tube back down, Barbara turned to face him, smiling at his expression 

‘Its a variation on a metal tube which does the same thing, except the metal one actually locks into place. 


Some people just prefer leather to metal. And some people prefer it without the studs inside. | just filled an 
order for a very special client who requested just that. A rush order in fact. Seems she had someone coming, 


or not coming if | know her, in to town for a special visit." 
Adrian shook his head. "Well, whatever a person likes is fine with me, but | can't say it sounds like much fun" 


"Oh, it can be. Sometimes pleasure is so intense it borders on pain, and sometimes that little nudge of pain 


takes a person to heights of pleasure they've never known" 
"| think I'd rather stick to the pleasure." 


"Well, the things l'm doing for you are a bit more basic than this Adrian. Although," Barbara looked pointedly at 
his crotch, "if you change your mind | think | would quite enjoy fitting you...” 


Adrian's cock jumped, beginning to stiffen in his jeans. Shifting, he wondered if it was the words or the image 


causing the reaction. 

Time to get back on subject, fast. 

"So when can we get started?" 

First we need to decide what it is you want Adrian. Let's go back to the office and work on the designs | came 
up with, customize them to what you like and then we'll start with the cuts. | work a little differently than 
some. | don't rely on measurements, | cut the leather, | guess you would say in place." 

Barbara gave a rather evil smile at the expression on his face. 

"Don't worry Adrian, | haven't caused any serious injury or castrated anyone..yet..” 


Back in the office, Barbara took a seat at a small table, motioning Adrian to the other chair. Spreading out a 
handful of drawings, she took a notepad and pen and wrote his name at the top of the first page. 


"As you can see, I've stayed with black They're form fitting, but not so tight you feel like you're losing 
circulation. I've made several small differences in each pair, in some using a lace up crotch, in others a zipper, 
some with lacing on the legs, some without, even one that has some studding on the sides. For the vests, | 
went with a combination of material or suede in gray with leather accents, not a whole lot of difference in 


those designs either but again we can change what you don't like. So, any opinions on what you see?" 
Adrian shrugged. 


"They all look fine to me, except | don't really care for the studs on the legs. And I'd rather just have the 


closed legs; all that lacing can be a pain in the arse. The vests though, those are spot on" 


Barbara made a note on the pad. 


"Alright, then the vest are fine, and we'll go with the trousers without studs and no lacing on the legs. What 
about the crotch?" 


"Zippers are easiest." 


"Yes, but | have to say there is something about a laced crotch that just looks so right, especially when it's 
holding a nice package. It reminds me of the ribbon you have to remove before getting to the gift inside." 


"Well when you put it like that, laces it is." 

Bloody hell if it didn't sound like she purred. 

"Excellent 

"So, how many pairs are you going to be able to have ready to take back with me?" 


"My staff are very well trained Adrian You'll have several pairs to take when you leave, and more will be sent 


to you within several days after that." 
Standing, Barbara moved back to the desk and seated herself behind it. 


"However, | do need to finish a few things before we begin fittings. Feel free to take a look around the house 
and grounds, in fact there's a small natural lake toward the back of the property that | believe has fish in it" 


She laughed as Adrian's face lit up. 
"Fishing? That's..DAMN..” 

"What are you damning Adrian?" 

"I didn't bring my gear." 


“Actually you did, you just didn't know it. Wilhelm can show you where it is, enjoy yourself and we'll start 
fittings this afternoon" 


Barbara pressed a button on a small black box on her desk. Within what seemed like seconds, Wilhelm appeared 


at the door. 


"Wilhelm, take Adrian to wherever you stored his fishing supplies, and then give him instructions on how to 


find the lake." 


With a nod, Wilhelm beckoned to Adrian to follow him. 

"Wilhelm" 

Adrian stopped, her voice was suddenly cold. 

'M..my apologies miss..matam. Yes ma'am, I'll take care of Mr. Smith." 

"Better Wilhelm, but for your own sake | better not have to remind you again" 

"N..no ma'am. Mr. Smith, please follow me." 

Adrian left the room behind Wilhelm wanting to ask about the several slips he had heard from the man, but 
getting the impression not a lot of information would be forthcoming. Grinning with delight as Wilhelm showed 
him where his gear had been stored, he picked up the tackle box and rod and followed him out the rear door. 
"If you take the second path Mr. Smith it will lead you right to the lake. [ts about a ten-minute walk, but the 
path is very clear and you won't have any problems keeping to it. | took the liberty of fixing several 
sandwiches and some fruit for you to take along, as well as several iced bottles of water." 

Handing Adrian a small canvas sack, Wilhelm stepped back inside. 

"Thanks mate, see you in a bit" 

Wilhelm nodded, closing the door softly. 

Adrian set off down the path, grinning as he walked. Fishing was fine by him, he couldn't think of a better way 
to pass some time. Well, he could, he had to admit he was a little infatuated with his hostess; she went from 
sweet and friendly to a bloody ice maiden faster than Bruce changed moods. And she looked a sight better 
doing it too. 

Not to mention she had the most interesting job he'd heard of in a very long time.. 


Several hours later, Adrian wandered back toward the house. He'd caught a couple of things, a branch, some 
strange plant he wasn't familiar with and even his own line once when his cast had been off, but not a single 


fish. Didn't matter though, the whole point had been to relax, and he had definitely done that. 


Opening the rear door, he stepped into the kitchen and set his tackle box on the floor, propping his rod in the 


corner and heading towards the steps to go up to his room for a quick shower. 


"Mr. Smith!" 


Adrian stopped with his foot on the bottom step. 

Wilhelm appeared from the corridor leading to Barbara's office. 

"Did you have an enjoyable time?" 

Adrian nodded. 

"Good. If you please, my mistress would like you to join her in her office in 30 minutes." 
"Will do mate, just want to clean up a bit first." 

"As you wish sir" 


A shower and change of clothes later, he found himself outside he closed door of the office. He rapped on the 


door and waited, nearly jumping backwards when the door was suddenly yanked open 
Barbara smiled at him. 

"Did you enjoy your time at the lake Adrian?" 

"Was great, nice way to relax thanks." 


"Good. I'm ready to begin, so if you'll wait for me in the workroom I'll just get my notes and join you in a 


moment." 

"Will do." 

Adrian started down the hall, stopping as she called his name. 

"Adrian, | must say I'm looking forward to this." 

Turning, he flashed her a grin 

"Me too, Barbara, me too." 

Shutting the door as he moved off, Barbara smiled to herself. Looking forward to it was a bit of an 
understatement. If she was honest with herself, and she always was, getting him out of those jeans was going 


to be quite fun. And if she were right about what was under them, then the real fun would begin 


Adrian couldn't help but have another look around as he waited for her. Most of the items he recognized, but 
there were several that he didn't, and a few he didn't want to know what they were for. The one that really 


made him cringe was a whip of sorts, the long thin fringes at the end of it tipped with small sharp blades; one 
stroke of that and a person's skin would be cut to ribbons. Not that he hadn't enjoyed a bit of bondage here 
and there, but that was just too much pain to even imagine any pleasure. 

"You'd be surprised how many people request something like that Adrian" 

He jumped, flushing a bit as he turned to face her. 

"A bit too much for me Barbara" 

"No, it's not for everyone, but for some, well, even that isn't always enough." 


Setting her notes on the table, Barbara turned to face him. 


"If you're ready, we can begin. Now | believe you said that you wear nothing under correct? In which case, 


strip." 
Adrian raised his eyebrows. The last statement of hers had sounded more like a command than a request. 
Barbara laughed. 


"| do apologize Adrian, l'm used to using a certain tone with people when I'm fitting them. I'll try to remember 


you aren't here in the same capacity as they. Now please, strip.” 
"Everything?" 


"Would you prefer to start with just the vests? | was thinking time was of the essence here so | could work 


on the whole ensemble." 
Adrian nodded, and pulled his shirt over his head. 
Barbara smiled softly and held out her hand to take it from him. Oh yes, this would indeed be fun. 


Kicking his shoes off Adrian unfastened his jeans. Grabbing the waist, he pushed them down and stepped out of 
them, giving them a halthearted fold and handing them off as well. 


Barbara contained the smile as he pushed the boxers down his legs, somehow managing to remove his socks at 
the same time and rolling them all into a bundle. 


Adrian straightened up, passing over the last bits of clothing. 


Well now, very interesting indeed. 


Placing the pile of clothes on a corner of the bench, Barbara motioned him to stand in front of her. 
"Just to give you an idea of how this works, what | do is take pieces of precut leather and place them one at 
a time on the area they're designed for. My hands will be touching various parts of your body so please do 


not be embarrassed if things..rrespond." 


Taking a section of leather off the worktable she laid it over the left side of his chest, smoothing it over his 


shoulder and down to his waist. Picking up a piece of chalk, she began marking it with a series of lines. 
| thought you cut it..2" 
Barbara laughed. 


"| do have clients who prefer me to do the actual cuts like this, however | thought it best to take it a bit 


easy on you. If you moved at the wrong time the results wouldn't be pretty. However, if you prefer..." 
Setting the chalk on the table she picked up a very wicked looking set of scissors. 


"No, love, chalk is fine, not sure I'd be able to stand very still with those hovering over parts of me I'm rather 


fond of" 
Barbara looked down, giving his crotch a long slow appraisal. 
"It certainly would be a pity to damage that." 


Several other pieces of leather were placed and marked, before she stepped back and tilted her head to side, 


giving him a slow smile. 


"And now for the fun part. Again, please don't worry about any response you may have, we're both adults, 


correct?" 


Adrian was already thinking of the worst possible things he could in order not to "respond". Having settle 
herself on a small stool didn't help since now she was the perfect height to.. 


Fuck, that thought certainly didn't help. 

Barbara smiled as she pulled the first piece of leather from another stack and placed it face down against his 
waist, holding it with one hand and using the other to contour it his skin. Picking up the chalk, she marked the 
cuts and modifications to the form. 


Adrian gave a soft grunt as her hand skimmed over his crotch when she tucked the material between his legs. 


"My apologies Adrian" 


"No need to apologize Barbara." 

Barbara looked up to see him grinning down at her. 

Maybe it wasn't intentional, maybe it was. Adrian wasn't sure, all he knew was by the time the front and back 
of the legs had been fitted and marked, her hand touched pretty much everything down there, leaving him 
with a very obvious problem. Made even more so by the fact he was naked. 

Kneeling in front of him, Barbara looked up at Adrian, smiling at his rather embarrassed expression. 

"Adrian. | need to measure for the back piece for the crotch." 

Adrian looked puzzled. 

"The material that goes behind the lacings." 


"Ah, that has to be measured as well?" 


Right Adrian, stand here and have a normal conversation with her, never mind your cock has come close to 


taking her eye out on more than one occasion 


"Normally | wouldn't need to measure, but, with you, | need to be sure to leave enough..space to properly 


accommodate you." 

Another grin from him, this time a little bigger. 

"Adrian, nothing to be ashamed of you know, | have clients that would kill for this kind of problem." 
"Not embarrassed love, just, well, never thought about it before." 


Barbara laughed, reaching up to press his cock upwards against his stomach and placing a square piece of 


leather over his crotch. 
"Nothing like having to add an extra inch or two to allow room for expansion." 


Adrian groaned, stepping sideways and spreading his legs as her fingers held the leather against him, the chalk 


in her other hand tracing a pattern on the material. 
"Finished!" 


Peeling the leather away from his skin Barbara turned it over, looking at the outside of the material. 


"Hmm, seems to have a damp spot." 


Looking up at him, Barbara brought it to her mouth and slowly ran her tongue over the spot left by his 


precum. 


Adrian shook his head, pursing his lips and blowing out air as he watched her, his hand moving to grasp the 
shaft of his cock, pumping it slowly. 


"Let me help you with that... 


Barbara dropped the material to the floor, wrapping her hand around his and guiding it over the shaft, nudging 
the back of the head and sliding down to the base. Cupping his balls, she rolled them over her palm, using her 
fingers to milk the sac, drawing a low groan from his throat. She leaned forward and tapped the slit with her 


tongue, rolling it over the head and drawing it into her mouth. 


Adrian pulled his hand from under hers and reached behind her head to tangle his fingers in her hair, shifting 
his weight to thrust his hips forward and push his cock deeper into her mouth, closing his eyes as she used a 


slow steady suction to draw him deeper. 


Barbara rolled her eyes up as she took him deeper into her mouth, feeling the head brush the back of her 
throat before sliding down, swallowing around him as her tongue teased the underside of his shaft. Taking a 
deep breath through her nose, she suddenly pushed forward, her lips coming to rest against the nest of hair 
surrounding his cock, hearing him groan. Drawing her head back, she watched as inch after inch slowly 


appeared from her lips, her own arousal increasing at the thought of how his cock was going to feel inside her. 


Adrian leaned his head back, continuing to caress the back of her head as she moved over his shaft, varying 
the tightness of her lips, her tongue never stopping its movements, stroking along the shaft, teasing and licking 
over the head. She turned her head and let the tip rub against the inside of her cheek, drawing another groan 
from him before pulling her head back and taking him deep again 


Putting her hands on his hips she began fucking him with her mouth, varying the strokes, short hard stroke 
with her lips so tight around him he grunted at the friction, long deep sucks that drew deeper moans as the 
head worked down into her throat. 


Adrian's grip tightened on her hair, his hips pumping in rhythm with her mouth, balls slapping on her chin with 
every deep thrust. His balls tightened, drawing up as he moved close to orgasm, gritting his teeth and trying 


to prolong the pleasure as long as he could. 


Barbara felt his shaft swell in her mouth, driving her face forward she took him deep and held him there, 


swallowing around the cock in her throat. 


Adrian sucked air through his teeth as he felt her throat tighten around him, his hips locking as he groaned, 
the constriction pulling the seed from his balls as the first jet fired down her throat. 


Barbara pulled her head back, grabbing his balls and squeezing them with a firm grip, milking them roughly as 
the next spurt filled her mouth, tasting him before swallowing him deep again and letting the rest of his come 
slide down her gullet. 


Panting, Adrian looked down as she drew her head back, shuddering as her teeth nipped at the head before 
letting it slip from her mouth. 


Massaging his balls with a now gentler touch, Barbara smiled up at him. 
"Very nice gift indeed" 


So maybe he was a little slow on theses things, but sitting in his room fifteen minutes later Adrian was sure 


this was the topper of all the "I don't get it" moments of his life. 


Barbara had uncoiled herself (and again he could swear she purred) from he floor, and after delicately wiping 
her lips with her fingers had picked up the marked leather pieces and with a cheery 'I'll see you at dinner 


Adrian!" left the room leaving him standing there with a softening cock and a confused expression 


After dressing, Adrian had wandered toward the kitchen, looking for Wilhelm to see if he had some explanation 
for his mistress's strange behavior. Not that he'd gotten any; when Adrian found him there, Wilhelm looked 
positively terrified at the inquiry, stammering a noncommittal answer before practically crawling into the open 


oven and pretending he couldn't hear. 


So with a shrug at the strange behavior of both, here he found himself, sitting in his room wondering well, 
pretty much just wondering. Stretching out on the bed, he closed his eyes. Might as well take advantage of the 


time and have a bit of a snooze right? 


That same soft knocking on the door pulled him from a rather rice dream of a purring Barbara straddling his 
lap and riding his cock like it was the Derby at Epsom. Groaning, he rolled over and pulled himself up, reaching 
down and trying to adjust the bulge in his pants as he opened the door. 


"Mr. Smith, dinner is served." 
"Thanks Wilhelm, be down in a minute." 
Adrian closed the door and debated with himself as to whether or not he should do something about his 


obvious erection. Deciding maybe one thing might help he headed for the loo and had a friendly tussle with his 


very uncooperative cock. Still laughing after giving a quick swipe to several unlucky surfaces and washing up, 


he headed for the dining room. 


His eyes narrowed as he noticed only one place set at the table. Taking a seat, he looked up as Wilhelm came 


through the door carrying a tray filled with serving bowls. 
"Where's Barbara?" 


"Madam has instructed me to inform you that with her regrets she must leave you alone tonight as she is 


quite busy with the construction of your order." 

Setting the bowls onto the table he gave a short bow. 

"If there is anything else you require please let me know." 

Adrian grinned. What he required was something Wilhelm couldn't possibly give him. 


Adrian slowly awoke, his mind still focused on a very lovely dream of soft hands stroking his chest, running 


through the hair and rolling his nipples, giving them a slight pinch... 

Ow! That hurt..and dreams didn't usually... 

Opening his eyes, he looked into Barbara's as she leaned over him, fingers still rolling the hard bud. 
"Good morning.” 

Adrian grinned, stretching. 

"Morning. Missed you at dinner last night." 

Barbara smiled, dragging her nails down his chest and onto his stomach. 

| had to get things ready for today, | need to be sure things fit properly before you leave." 
Adrian frowned. It seemed as if he'd just gotten here.. 


Rising from the bed, Barbara walked to the door before turning and cocking her hip, giving him a rather wicked 


smile. 


"And since we have quite a few things to do Adrian, | suggest you get yourself out of that bed and downstairs 
for breakfast as quickly as possible." 


Adrian sighed. He'd much rather her just get IN the bed actually. 
Barbara laughed. 
“Trust me Adrian, with what | have planned for you, you'll need your strength.” 


Breakfast was very light hearted. Barbara seemed to be in a very playful mood, so much so that even the 
normally stoic Wilhelm did a double take when she laughed at something Adrian said, in fact he nearly dropped 
the coffee pot he was holding. 

Rising from the table, Barbara ran her nails over Adrian's cheek 


"Shall we?" 


With a nod, he rose from his chair and followed her from the room, grinning to himself as he admired the 


view of her arse, today clad in soft charcoal colored leather. 
"Adrian, | can feel your eyes." 


A bigger grin, taking a longer stride to bring him right behind her, reaching out and giving both cheeks a soft 


squeeze. 
"How about my hands?" 


With a surprised squeak, Barbara spun around, the frown on her face dissolving into laughter as she looked at 


him. 
"Work first Mr. Smith." 


Opening the door and sweeping her arm in front of her to motion him inside, she grabbed HIS arse as he 
passed. 


Adrian gave a small yip, spinning around to look at her with rather wide eyes. 
Barbara winked at him. 

"Play later.” 

Walking over to her worktable, she picked up a pair of trousers. 


"Care to try these on?" 


Adrian grinned, giving his chin a scratch and nodding. 
"So why are you still wearing jeans?" 


He wasn't for long. In fact, didn't take him long at all to get rid of everything except for a semi-hard cock that 


was reaching full erection rather quickly. 

Taking the trousers, he stepped into them, feeling the soft material slide up over his thighs. Adjusting them 
around his waist, he grunted as she reached round from behind, slipping her hand into the crotch and tucking 
his cock carefully in 

"Looked like you could use a hand" 

Adrian twisted round to grin at her. 

"Appreciate it love." 

Walking back to stand in front of him, Barbara gently tugged the laces tight before tying them off. 

"See what | meant Adrian? A ribbon leading to a very nice package..” 

Barbara cupped her hand over his crotch, massaging it. 

"Everything nicely in its place." 

Stepping back, she picked up a vest and handed it to him. 

Slipping it on. Adrian fastened the front and shrugged his shoulders to check the fit. 

"Take a look." 

Barbara took his shoulders and urged him around to face a full-length mirror. 

Adrian nodded, grinning as he looked over the image. The vest was snug but not tight, allowing plenty of 
movement but fitting against him well enough that it wouldn't bunch up and slide under the guitar strap. The 
trousers felt as if they had been molded to his arse and crotch, a little looser in the legs but still fitting 
nicely, plenty of room any of his onstage moves. 


"Looks good, in fact looks bloody marvelous." 


"Good, now try these." 


Another pair, cut slightly different, fitting just as well but a bit lower on his hips. Another helping hand with 
the laces, getting a bit more difficult to adjust the crotch this time. 


"Fantastic." 
"And lastly, these." 


That hand again, teasing the leaking head of his cock before lacing the front. Again slightly different, this pair 
tighter in the legs, feeling molded to his skin from the waistband to his knees, showing the muscular thighs. 


“These are great. Fantastic job Barbara" 


His eyebrows shot up as a hand appeared in the mirror, moving over his hip and stroking his leather-clad 


crotch. 

I'm very glad you're satisfied with the clothes." 

Fingers moving his hair off the back of his neck, a flick of a tongue over the skin 

"Now what do you think about going upstairs and letting me satisfy what's in them?" 
Adrian nodded, groaning as the hand in his crotch squeezed the bulge. 

Id say let's go." 

Barbara laughed, kissing the back of his neck before reluctantly pulling away. 

"Your room, ten minutes. I'll meet you there." 

Adrian turned around, watching her walk towards the door. 

"Oh, and Adrian? Leave the unwrapping for me, | hate it when someone else opens my gifts." 
Adrian wondered if time ran differently when you were trying to count seconds by the number of times your 


cock throbbed. Seemed as if it had been ten minutes twenty minutes ago, but then again he couldn't be sure. 


All he was sure about was... 
"Deep in thought Adrian?" 
Adrian looked over at the doorway, letting out a chuckle. 


"Plan on being deeper in other things shortly Barbara." 


Adrian raised an eyebrow. Damn if that really didn't sound like a purr! 


Barbara stepped into the room and closed the door. Pulling the sash apart on the robe she was wearing, she 
drew it open and shrugged it off her shoulders, letting it slide down her arms and drop to the floor. 


Adrian stared, pursing his lips and giving a low whistle. 

She wore nothing under it, her body completely bare as she stretched lazily and began walking toward him. Her 
breasts were full but not heavy, waist slim with flared hips, strong thighs and calves, her feet small and 
delicate. Placing her hands on his chest, she stroked the suede before turning her head and rubbing it against 
him like a cat, tipping her head to the side and lapping his throat. 

"Adrian" 

"Hmm..." 

"| like to be petted" 

Adrian grinned. 

"Makes you purr eh?" 


That soft throaty sound again, making him shiver as it vibrated against his skin 


Adrian slid his hands down her back, the skin petal soft under the rough pads of his fingers, tracing the swell 
of her arse before cupping his hands under her cheeks and lifting her against him. 


Barbara moaned against his throat, nipping the skin and dragging her tongue down over his chest, inhaling the 
smell of leather, suede and his skin. Pushing herself away from him, she dropped to her knees, placing her 
hands on the front of his thighs and stroking the black skin of the leather, working up to his groin and tugging 


the laces free. 

Adrian watched, his breath coming faster as she opened the fly, reaching her hand in and drawing his cock 
free, running her tongue over her lips before closing her eyes and taking the head into her mouth. He growled 
as she purred around him, vibrating his shaft inside her lips and swallowing him deep, holding him in her throat 


for a moment before sucking back up the hard pole, rolling his foreskin with her tongue. 


Tipping his head back, he began thrusting his hips, fucking her mouth in slow gentle strokes, feeling her mouth 
suck on the shaft, tongue moving over the head as he pulled back and taking it deep as he pushed. 


He could already feel the tightening in his balls, so with a groan he pulled free. 


Barbara looked up at him, lips swollen and red, eyes gone to a dark stormy gray. 


Shaking his head Adrian reached down and put his hands on her waist, urging her to her feet. 

"No love not this time...” 

Bending his head he covered her mouth with his, stroking his tongue over her lips. 

Barbara whimpered, digging her nails into his back as she slid her arms around his waist, pushing her tongue 
against his and twining it round, wrestling playfully back and forth between each other's mouth. She gasped into 
his mouth as he lifted her, bringing her arms to twist round his neck as her legs wrapped around his hips. 
Adrian turned and carried her to the bed, laying her down on her back and resting his weight on his arms as 
he lowered himself down, lips locked with hers, his cock sliding between her legs, feeling the heat from her slit 


as the head rubbed against it. 


Twisting an arm around he unlocked her legs and pulled his lower body away from her, feeling her muffled cry 
of frustration against his mouth. She felt him laugh as he drew away from her mouth. 


‘Let go love” 

Barbara pouted at him. 

Dropping his head to nuzzle her neck he brought his lips to her ear. 
"| want to taste you. 

Barbara grabbed his hair and pulled his head back to look in his eyes. 
"Well then what are you waiting for?" 


Adrian chuckled, biting her throat and licking down to her breasts, teasing the nipples with tongue and lips, 


feeling her twist under him. 

"Adrian, if you don't get moving | swear I'm getting a whip!" 
Another laugh as he looked up at her. 

"Yes mistress." 


Dropping to his knees, he grabbed her hips and pulled her to the edge of the bed, draping her legs over his 
shoulders and rubbing the small patch of hair on his chin against the top of her slit. 


Barbara moaned, pulling her knee back to rest one foot on his shoulder, curling the other round his back. She 


arched off the bed as his fingers opened her lips, his tongue teasing the hard bud of her clit before roaming 
down to her hole, probing just inside and pulling back out to lick slowly back to the nub, circling round then 
Tapping lightly against it. 

Barbara twisted her fingers in his hair, yanking it roughly as he brought her close to the edge, stopping to 
lave his tongue the length of her slit when she got close to orgasm, and then finding her clit to bring her to 
the brink again. Small gasps and screams filled the room as he raked his teeth over her, her thighs trembling 


as she tried to come, only to find her efforts in vain 


Grabbing her ankle in his hand Adrian lifted her leg and licked down her slit, pushing it up to bend her knee to 
her chest as he slid his tongue inside her, twisting it into her hole and lapping the walls. 


"Adrian!" 
Barbara yanked at his hair, pulling his face up. 


Wiping his chin on the sheet, he let himself be pulled high enough to look up her body, grinning at her 


narrowed eyes. 
"Yes mistress?" 
"Fuck me, NOW!" 


Adrian put his hands on the mattress and lifted himself to his feet. Undoing the vest he raised and eyebrow 


as she sat up and put her hands over his. 

"No, leave it on. Leave it all on. In fact." 

Slipping off the bed she grabbed his cock, tugging gently and using it to guide him behind her as she walked 
over to the wall. Letting him go she turned around and leaned against it before grabbing the open vest and 
pulling him to her. Pushing her mouth against his, she drove her tongue forward, tasting herself on his lips and 
tongue, teasing the tip of hers over the roof of his mouth before breaking the kiss. 

Lifting her leg she curled it around his hip. 


"Now, fuck me." 


Adrian grabbed the cheeks of her arse, lifting her up and bracing her against the wall, feeling her legs lock 
behind his back. Bending his knees slightly he eased her down, feeling the head of his cock probe her wet slit: 


Barbara smiled at him, leaning her body sideways and somehow reaching under her leg to guide his cock to her 


hole, purring as it found its mark. 


Adrian straightened his legs, letting the momentum push his cock inside her, groaning against her neck as he 
felt the walls spread open as the head drove deep. Moving his hands under her thighs he ground slowly against 
her, rubbing the leather over her skin. 

"Adrian." 


More of a moan than a command. 


Pulling his hips back he withdrew, leaving just the head inside her. Taking a deep breath, he slammed his hips 


forward, hearing her cry out as she was forced into the wall. 
"Again!" 


Another slow pull, waiting into she whimpered, trying to pull him to her with her legs, before driving forward 


again. 

No moan this time, burying her face in his neck she sank her teeth into the skin, hearing him roar in pain 
Something snapping inside him, Adrian began thrusting, slamming his cock balls deep with every pump of his 
hips, forcing her breath from her in harsh pants as he fucked her hard, biting the tender skin of her shoulder 


and neck. 


Barbara wrapped her arms around his shoulders, feeling every thrust of his hips slam her hard against the 
wall, the leather chaffing her skin as he pounded his cock into her. 


Adrian felt her pussy drag on the skin of his cock as she tightened around him, the walls fluttering as she dug 


her nails into him and cried out as he ground into her, the rough hair of his groin rubbing her clit. 
Pulling back again he hesitated, locking eyes with her for a moment, and then slamming his cock deep again. 


Barbara screamed, arching her back, her pussy milking his shaft as she came, feeling him grind his hips to pin 


her to the wall. 


Adrian groaned, trying to keep from coming, his balls aching to empty themselves into the slick wetness inside 


her. 
"Put me down Adrian now!" 


She shaking from her orgasm, Barbara unwrapped her legs and slid off him, hearing him groan as his cock 


snapped back against his stomach. 


Dropping to her knees she grabbed his cock and sucked it deep in her mouth, wrapping her lips around him and 
sucking the head, lashing it with her tongue, using her fingers to jerk the shaft roughly. 


Adrian tangled his fingers in her hair, spreading his legs and grunting as she fucked him with hand and mouth, 
throwing his head back and swearing loudly as his cock swelled, his balls drawing up and emptying his seed into 


her mouth. 


Barbara swallowed, tasting their combined juices as his sperm flowed over her tongue, using her hand to milk 


every drop from his cock, lapping the head to get the last bit before letting it slip free. 


Adrian staggered back, letting go of her hair and finding the bed with the back of his legs before sitting down 
heavily upon it. Leaning back on one arm he took several deeps breaths before focusing his eyes on the woman 


kneeling on the floor. 


Barbara grinned at him, stretching like a cat before getting to her feet and walking over to join him on the bed. 
Curling up next to the pillows, she patted the bed next to her. 


With a groan, Adrian rolled himself up beside her, stretching out on his back and putting an arm around her as 
she curled against his chest. Stroking his fingers over her back he chuckled as she purred. 


"You really do like to be petted." 


Steve 


Author's Notes: 
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Steve watched as five cars pulled away from the building, heading off with their charges to unknown 
destinations. He wasn't sure any of this was going to help, but it couldn't hurt either. If nothing else it gave 
them all a few days away from each other. 

With a heavy sigh he walked to the remaining car, flashing a weak grin at the driver before ducking inside and 
taking a seat. Even as the door closed he felt himself starting to drift. He couldn't remember the last time he 
felt this tired. The emotional battles with Bruce, the petty bickering and sniping between the rest of the guys 
and the crew, sometimes he wondered if it was all still worth it. But then came time to hit the stage, and the 


fans.. 
Well that's why they still did it right? 

The ringing from his pocket startled Steve awake. Without checking the caller ID, he flipped it open 
"Ello?" 


“ARRY! What the fuck is going on? lm who knows where in some fucking house with no one around but a 


woman old enough to be my mum and |. AM. NOT. HAPPY!" 
Steve ground his teeth. Just what he needed, Bruce off on one of his bleedin rants. 


Fuckin’ ‘ell Bruce, ‘ow the fuck do | know where you are? YOU told Rod wot you wanted, YOU were the one in 
the bleedin’ car, so ‘ow the FUCK would | know?!" 


Silence from the other end. Steve was about to end the call, figuring Bruce had hung up when he heard his 
voice and put the phone back to his ear. 


"I know that ‘Arry, what | meant was... 
Steve could feel his temper rising, NOW he wanted to sound all contrite? 


"I know what you fuckin’ meant Bruce. But I'm fuckin' tired of you screamin at me whenever fings don't go yer 


way!" 


"ME screaming at YOU?" 

Steve's anger boiled over. 

"YES! Every fuckin’ time you get pissy | ‘ear you screamin in me face about ‘ow fings aren't the way you bludi 
well want ‘em! You fink yer the only one fed up wif this shit? WRONG mate! I've ‘ad it up to ‘ere wif it, and if 
somefink doesn't change then fuck it all IM DONE!" 

Steve ended the call and slammed the phone closed, tossing it onto the seat beside him and staring out the 
window. In his entire life, no one had been able to push his buttons quite like Bruce, and the sodding bastard 
actually seemed to ENJOY it! 

The phone rang again. Picking it up, this time he did check the caller ID. Bruce. Again. 

With a sigh, he answered. 


"Wot?!" Steve growled. 


"Steve, look, | know things haven't been going well with all of us and | really don't mean to give you a load of 


shit all the time." 


Steve didn't say anything for a moment, trying to get his anger under control, his breathing harsh. He let out 
a heavy sigh. May as well try to get along. 


"Look Bruce, wotever Rod ‘as set up I'm sure it's gonna be fine. | ‘ave no bludi idea where l'm goin’, none of us 


do." 
"Yeah, | know that, its just a bit strange is all” 
Steve surprised himself by laughing aloud. 

"You expect anyfing else wif Rod?" 

Bruce chuckled. "No, not really. It IS Rod 

"Just ‘ave fun Bruce, if nofing else get some rest" 


"Right, sounds like a good idea. And, Steve, | am sorry for all the shit that's been going on. When we get back 
maybe we should sit down and talk, just us." 


"Yeah, not a bad idea mate. And l'm sorry too, sometimes fings just, well, they get too much y'know?" 


"Yeah | know. Listen, have fun doing, whatever." 


"You too mate, just no shaggin the old lady or anyfing. See you in a couple of days." 

"Yeah, see you then 

Steve hung up the phone, resting it against his chin. It was somewhat of a surprise that Bruce had phoned 
back, but with him you never knew what to expect. The singer's mercurial mood changes had been a big part 
of the problems on this tour and Steve was at his wit's end trying to deal with them. If he was honest about 
it all, he was pretty much at his wit's end with everything. 


The remark he had made had shocked him as well as Bruce. Was he really so tired that he was ready for it to 


be over? They'd been doing this for so long, and he'd been doing it even longer... 


He still couldn't imagine his life without Maiden. It was his mistress and his firstborn all in one, it had cost him 
things and people he had loved, time with his family... 


Steve shook his head. Bruce was right, they would need to sit down and talk, and things would have to change. 
They weren't getting any younger and he'd be buggered if he'd spend the rest of the time locked in screaming 


matches with the volatile singer. 


Leaning back and closing his eyes again, he let himself drift. He was just so tired of dealing with all the little 
things, sometimes he really did wish he didn't have to be the one in control. 


He must have dozed back off; he jumped awake when a hand touched his shoulder. 

"Mr. Harris? We've arrived." 

Steve blinked, bringing a hand up to rub his eyes. 

"Right, fanks." 

Grabbing his bag he stepped from the car, stretching carefully, not wanting to aggravate his back. 

With a nod to the driver, Steve mounted the steps to the door, looking around at his surroundings. Nothing but 
trees, maybe a bit of a clearing but definitely no other houses to be seen He chuckled to himself as he 


reached the door. Too bad Bruce wasn't along; he could see plenty of places where he could hide the body. 


Steve frowned as he reached the door; an envelope with his name was fastened to it. Reaching for it, he pulled 


it free, feeling something heavy inside. Turning back to the car he called out to the driver. 
“Ey mate..." 


Steve watched as the taillights disappeared around a bend, the lights being swallowed up by the darkness of 


the woods. 


With a shrug, he set his bag down and opened the envelope, pulling a sheet of paper from it. Moving closer to 
the light on the outside wall he began to read. 


Good evening Mr. Harris, 

Welcome to my home. 

Unfortunately | have several things | need to take care of for your comfort and | am unable to be here to greet 
you. You will find plenty of food and drink in the kitchen, please help yourself and feel free to explore. Your room 
is located on the second floor; if you go up the steps fo your left it will be the first door. Please have a good 
night's sleep, and | will see you first thing in the morning Unfortunately, my cell phone will not receive a signal 
where | will be, so | will be unable to speak with you until then 

Again, my apologies, but please make yourself at home. As Im sure you've already seen, the key is enclosed 

| look forward to meeting you. 

A 


Steve cursed under his breath. 


"Bludi ‘ell Rod, wha the fuck? Come all the way ‘ere, not that | know where ‘ere is and not a bleedin’ soul 


around?" 


Taking the key from the envelope, Steve slid it into the lock, giving it a turn and opening the door. Stuffing the 
letter into his pocket, he picked up his bag and stepped warily into the house. 


"Ello?" 
With his luck some massive beast of a dog would come flying out of the darkness and rip his throat out. 
Maybe not, the house was silent. 


Setting his bag on the floor he wandered over to a doorway and peered inside. Right, normal looking room, some 
furniture, a few bits and pieces sitting round, a huge flat screen TV.. 


Right! Well that made things a bit better, if he was really lucky maybe he could find some footie on it. Steve 
shrugged off his jacket, tossing it onto a chair. First find the kitchen, grab himself a bit of a snack, settle down 
in front of the telly for a bit and then off for a nice long kip. A grin split his face as he remembered the 


conversation with Bruce. Maybe not what he was expecting either, but HE wasn't going to complain. 


An hour later he was ready to. Food was quite good, in fact he'd had a tough time deciding what he wanted to 
eat and was even happier to find a good selection of ale to go with, but the bloody telly seemed to only get 
three or four channels and not a single one had anything to do with footie. With a sigh, Steve hit the power 
button on the remote and tossed it back on the table. Gathering his plate and glass, he took them into the 
kitchen and gave them a wash before wandering back through. Looking at his watch, he thought for a moment 
about calling home, but since it had to be at least a five-hour difference he figured he'd wait until morning. 
Picking up his jacket from the chair, he went back into the hall and grabbed his bag before setting off up the 
steps. 


Reaching the hall, he turned to his left and stopped in front of the first door. Grabbing the handle and opening 
the door, he fumbled along the wall looking for the light, his eyes widening as the room came into view. He let 


out a long low whistle, grinning as he looked around. 


The room was large, and for so large a room there wasn't much furniture. The bed was the focus of the 
space, a massive four-poster thing that could easily sleep four, or more if you slept close. Dropping his things 
on the floor by the door, Steve walked over and sat on the edge. Giving a bounce he grinned and fell back, hard 
enough to support his back but soft enough to feel bloody marvelous. Forcing himself to his feet he went over 
and opened one of the doors on the far side of the room. Closet, right. Next door. Locked? Well, that was 
rather strange but whatever. Next door. Ah, this was what he was looking for. 


Walking back over to grab his bag, he went into the loo, stripping quickly and turning on the water in the 
shower, adjusting it before stepping in. Head tilted back, he let the water run over his head and down his back, 
his muscles loosening under the heat. Feeling for the bottle of shampoo, he squeezed some into his palm and 
worked it into his hair, lathering the long mass. 


A sudden sound made him freeze; swiping his hand over his eyes to get the soap out he peered around the 
steamy room. Right, didn't see anything, but still.. Leaving the water on, he stepped quietly out of the shower 
and grabbed a towel, wrapping it around his hips and quietly edging toward the door. 


He'd left it ajar, not worrying about shutting it with no on else in the house. Now he wasn't sure that had 
been such a good idea, he could have sworn he'd heard someone - or something. Grabbing a second towel he 
wrapped it around his hair, wouldn't do to come face to face with something and have to stop to get soap out 
of his eyes. Taking a deep breath, he peered around the edge of the door into the bedroom. 


Nothing. 
Jacket still where he'd dropped it, bed still slightly mussed from where he'd sat, everything was the same as 


far as he could tell. Pulling the door open farther, he cautiously stepped into the room, his eyes moving to 


check out every corner. 
Still nothing. 


Steve moved out into the room, giving another look around and then going to the main door and cautiously 


opening it to check the hall. 
Nothing. 


"Fuck it. Nofink ‘ere." 


Turning around and heading back into the loo, he jumped and gave a startled yell as something caught his 
vision. Whipping his head to the side he burst into laughter. 


"Christ almighty ‘Arris, its a bleedin’ mirror." 


Taking the towel off his head, he walked back over to the shower, unwrapping the one from his waist and 
stepping back in. Ducking his head back under the spray, he rinsed his hair and began to soap his body, grinning 
as he realized his cock was at half-mast. 


"Scare the fuck out of yerself and you get a 'ardon" 


Sliding his soapy hand down under his balls he lifted, cupping them in his palm and massaging them gently with 
his fingers. Throwirg his head back, he groaned as his cock hardened, reaching for the stiffening flesh with his 
free hand and wrapping his fingers around the shaft. He ran his fingers up to the tip, rolling the foreskin back 
and pinching the head. 


Spreading his feet apart, Steve wrapped his fingers around the hard flesh and began stroking it slowly, letting 
the water cascade over his shoulder and down his chest as he worked his fingers over his cock from root to 


tip, tuggirg lightly on the foreskin, his breath coming harder. 


Very interesting, and unexpected. And this was the shy one? A long black fingernail moved the mouse slightly, 
angling the camera to get a better view. Good body, in fact great body. Long muscles, defined but not grossly so, 
and that hair, with his head thrown back it brushed his ass, long tendrils of auburn darkened by the water. This was 
going to be fun; in fact, this might well turn out fo be the best job in a very long time. 


Steve growled as his hand moved faster on his cock, the calloused pads of his fingers dragging on the skin, 
massaging his balls roughly as precum began to drip from the slit. Pumping his hips, he fucked into his hand, 
his head dropping forward as he felt his balls tighten in his palm, his cock throbbing against the tight grip of 
his fingers. 


Nice cock too, and he apparently enjoys a firm grp. Must make a note of that. Another flick of the fingernail, the 
camera adjusting slightly to show a more heads on view. A slight shift in the chair as his hand moved faster, sharp 
grunts heard over the sound of the water as he brought himself closer to orgasm. Seems to enjoy ball play, have 
fo keep that in mind as well 


Steve thrust harder, throwing his head back and groaning as his cock swelled in his hand. Giving his balls a 
hard squeeze, his back arched as he came with a harsh shout, his come spurting from the slit in long heavy 
streams. Panting, he milked the last bit of seed from his balls, leaning into the wall and shuddering as he 


fought for breath. Turning, he let his hands fall to his sides and rested his back against the tile, closing his 
eyes as the water slid down his chest and washed the last drops of cum from the tip of his cock. 


Steve shivered as the water cooled, turning to face the spray he quickly rinsed the soap from his body and 
turned off the taps, stepping from the shower and grabbing the towel to wrap around him. Frowning, he looked 
around, a strange feeling running down his spine. He couldn't explain it, but it was almost as if he could feel 
eyes on him. Taking his bag off the counter he quickly gathered his clothes and snatched another towel off the 
rack, going back into the bedroom and dumping his things in a chair. 


The long black fingernail clicked the mouse, shifting the image from the empty room fo the one inhabited by the 


bassist, moving the mouse to angle the camera to center hm on the screen 


Steve leaned over, flipping his hair forward and scrubbing it with the towel. He still felt the chill along his spine, 
as if eyes were following his every move. Standing up he tossed his head to fling his hair back and reached in 
his bag to find a brush, moving to sit on the edge of the bed and running it through his hair. With unhurried 
movements, he scanned the room with his eyes, never stopping the steady motions of the brush through his 


hair. 

Another shift in the chair, puzzled eyes looking at the screen Was he trying to watch the watcher? It was as if he 
felt the presence of someone. Hs eyes were faking careful inventory of the room, he was trying to hide it but he 
wasn't as subtle as he thought. Yes, this would indeed be interesting Another movement, another click of the 
mouse with that same long black nail and the screen went dark. 

"Have a good night's sleep Steve. Because come tomorrow you're mine." 


Steve finished brushing his hair, flipping it back over his shoulder and taking another long look around the room. 
There was nothing he could see, but still.. 


The sensation seemed to have faded however, and with a shrug he rose from the bed and dropped the brush 
back in his bag, grabbing the discarded towel and walking back into the loo to hang it over the rack. Unwrapping 
the towel from around his waist he gave himself a quick rubdown before hanging it up as well and leaving the 
room, clicking the light off and walking naked to the bed. 

Pulling the heavy comforter back, he raised his eyebrows at the satin sheets underneath. 

‘Cor, bit fancy for sleepin’ alone." 


Drawing them down he slid into bed, giving a little grunt at the coolness of the material on his skin. 


"Oh for fuck's sake!" 


Throwing the sheets off, he climbed back out of bed and walked to the switch on the wall, turning off the light 
and carefully walking back to the bed, giving a short yelp as his shin hit the side. 


"FUCK!" 


Crawling back onto the bed, Steve rubbed his leg. Things could only get better right? Pulling the sheets up and 
flipping over to lie on his side, Steve drifted off. 


Steve came slowly awake, squinting his eyes and blinking to clear his vision Bringing his hand.. 

Wait.. 

Something was wrong, he couldn't move his arml 

Steve felt a twinge of panic. 

Must have slept wrong and his arm was asleep. 

Just give a roll.. 

Forget the twinge, this was full on terror. 

HE COULDN'T MOVE! 

Lifting his head, he began twisting his body, panic showing in his eyes. 

"Wot the fuck! ‘ELPI" 

Throwing himself upwards, Steve realized it wasn't his body that wasn't moving; it was something holding him 
down that was preventing it. Panting hard, he twisted his head to look at his left arm, for the first time 
realizing there was a cuff around his wrist. Turning his head back around, he saw the same device on his right 
arm. And even though he couldn't see his legs under the sheets he could feel something holding them as well. 
Chest heaving, Steve flopped back on the pillows, trying to gain control over his racing heart and mind. THINK 
Harris THINK! Taking a deep breath, he twisted his left hand around, turning his head to watch as he tried to 
curl his fingers far enough to reach the buckles. That didn't work; the tips of his fingers didn't even come 
close. Ok, probably pointless, but try the same thing right side. Not working there either. FUCK! 

Ok, now what ‘Arry? Right legs; see what's going on with them. Well now that's damn near impossible mate, 


how are you gonna get the sheets down where you can't move your bleedin’ arms or legs? Biting his lip, he 
tried hooking the sheets with his toes but the slippery material refused to allow him any purchase. Banging his 


head against the pillows, Steve let go with a roar. 
"WOT THE FUCK?! ‘ELPI" 


A soft laugh He certainly didnt give up easily, and quite methodical in his attempts fo escape. Seems to understand 
that there is no escape for the moment though, so he's going fo lie back and bide his time. This one will not be 
easy. Leaning forward, watching closer, noting the light sheen of sweat now showing on his face. Well Mr. Steve 
Arry Harris, maybe its time to find out why youre REALLY here.. 


Steve had now passed from panic to rage, whatever - in fact WHOEVER had done this to him was going to find 
he didn't suffer fools lightly, in fact when he got loose he was going to take a soul deep delight in thrashing 
someone within an inch of their life! Question was, who? The mysterious "C" from the letter last night? And 
what about Rod? He sent him here, did he have any idea? And where was here, and if something more drastic 
happened would anyone even know where to look for the body? A low groan came from his lips. And for the 


absolute topper, he had to take a piss, and now with the panic in his chest he had to take it in the worst way. 


Steve closed his eyes, trying to take deep breaths and calm himself down. He thought about the strange feeling 
last night, now it certainly it appeared someone may well have been watching him. His face flushed as he 
recalled the shower. 

"| ope you enjoyed the bludi show." 

"Oh | did, it was quite..enlightening." 

Steve twisted his head towards the door, mouth open to snarl. 

"Oo the fuck are you? And wot the fuck IS this?" 

The figure moved from the shadows, stepping towards the bed and taking a seat next to him. 

"You aren't exactly in a position to demand answers Steve." 

Steve's eyes narrowed as he studied the woman seated beside him. Not very tall, close to his height from 
what he could tell, slim but curved, long black hair falling past her waist, brown eyes that were way too 


amused for his liking. Steve snorted. 


"Wotever you fink you're gonna do to me is nofink compared to wot I'm gonna do to you when | get me arse 


loose." 


The woman leaned forward, taking a finger tipped with a long sharp black painted nail and tracing it around his 
nipple. 


"And what makes you think you're going to get loose?" 


Steve exploded with a roar, rage surging through his veins, arching his body up off the bed and thrashing 
frantically, trying to break free. 


Sitting back, the woman watched with a small smile as he fought against the restraints. 


"This is senseless Steve, you won't be able to break those straps, and the bed is designed to hold strengths 


far greater than yours, so | would suggest you just relax." 


Panting, Steve stopped. His eyes nearly black with anger, he stared at the woman sitting very calmly beside 


him. 
"Now, are you ready to listen?" 
Steve nodded, grinding his teeth in frustration. 


Reaching over, the woman carefully drew his hair back from his face, stroking the wet strands away from his 


sweat-covered skin. 


"My name is Cat, and | know this is not what you expected. However, it has been decided that this is what you 


need. This can be as painful, or as pleasurable, as you choose to make it. Do you understand that?" 
"Im not a bludi child” 

A soft laugh. 

"No, you most certainly aren't a child, the bloody part however depends on you" 

Steve felt a chill slide down his spine at those words. 


"Now, as | said, a lot of this depends on you. And no better time that the present to see just how well you 
understand that." 


Standing up, the Cat took a handful of sheets and slowly drew them off his body. 
Steve grunted, the slippery material sliding over his heated skin felt rather nice... 


"You'll come to enjoy small rewards Steve, you'll find when you cooperate that things are much more 


pleasurable." 


Steve lifted his head and looked down his uncovered body. With a groan, he closed his eyes and dropped his 
head back to the pillows. He'd forgotten he hadn't bothered to put anything on last night and now here he was 


spread out life a sacrificial virgin and not even a pair of knickers covering him. 


"Very nice Steve, | am going to enjoy making this mine." 

Eyes snapped open as those long sharp nails scratched over his chest, hard enough to leave red furrows in 
the skin. Steve watched her hand, nails circling around his stomach and down over his groin, hard enough to 
leave marks but keeping them just light enough to stay on the edge of being actually painful. 

"Don't fink so bitch." 

Steve yelped as those nails dug into his groin, less than an inch away from his cock. 

"Be nice Steve. | told you, how much pleasure you receive as opposed to pain is up to you." 

Steve opened his mouth to tell her just where she could put her pleasure when he felt her fingers close 
around his cock. Thinking better of it considering where those nails were now located he closed it with an 
audible snap. 

"Very good, you're learning already.” 

Good thing she couldn't hear what he was thinking. 

Cat smiled to herself. She could feel the tension in his body, muscles coiled as he waited for a chance to do 
something to get away. She had been told he would not make this easy on her, he had a deep rooted need to 
remain in control of everything around him at all times and faced with the idea of losing that control.. well, it 
was going to be like a red flag waving in front of a bull. 

Giving his cock a firm squeeze she let the smile escape as he grunted. 

"Now I'm sure there are some needs you would like to take care of. Here's where the problem arises, or 
depending upon your willingness to cooperate things may work out just fine. I'm going to unlock your left wrist 
and leg. When | do, | want you to move as far to your right as you can, and then turn onto your left side, 
putting your left arm behind you. Do you understand?" 

Steve nodded. Let her think he was going along with the plan and when he got an arm free... 

"Steve, | can tell what you're thinking and it won't work. Don't be deceived by my size, you may be physically 
stronger than |, but | can touch places on your body with a single finger that will have you on the ground 
writhing in pain" 


Steve snorted, then let loose another yelp as her nails dug into the tender flesh of his cock. 


"You aren't going to make this easy on yourself are you? But, then again, where would be the fun in that?" 


Releasing his cock, Cat moved her hand down and slid it under his balls, holding the sac in the palm of her left 
hand. 


"Now, | really don't want to hurt you, well not badly anyway, so lets try this. I'm going to close my hand, not 
hard enough to hurt you but believe me | will have a secure grip. If you make any attempt to escape, or to 
attack me, l'm going to castrate you." 

Steve's eyes widened, brows shooting up. 


"WOT?!" 


"You heard what | said, and in case you don't think | can, or won't.." Cat leaned forward, her face inches from 


his. "Try me...” 


Steve nodded. This bird was a bleedin’ nutcase! And her nails were now firmly pressed into the tender flesh of 
his sac, digging into the skin right against his groin. If she dug in and twisted.. 


Steve shuddered. He didn't know if it would actually castrate him but the thought of the pain alone made his 


balls want to crawl into his belly. 

"So, do you understand?" 

"Yeah." 

The answer came through gritted teeth, but it sounded sincere. 

Cat reached down across her body, unsnapping a clip attached to the cuff on his left leg. 

With a sigh, Steve moved his leg slowly, enjoying the feeling of freedom. 

"That's very good Steve. Now, remember..." 

Steve yipped as her fingers tightened just a bit, nails digging in a little deeper. 

“Alright! | won't do anyfing! Just STOP!" 

Cat nodded, easing the pressure and reaching for the snap on the cuff holding his left arm. Steve watched as 
she released the catch, narrowing his eyes as he realized there were hooks sunk into the wood of the 


headboard. How the fuck did he not notice that last night?! 


"Now, roll onto your side and work your way backwards. Put your left arm behind you. And in case you've 


forgotten..." 


Steve growled. 

"I didn't fuckin’ forget you ‘ave me balls in yer ‘and you fuckin’ nutter." 

Cat bit her lip, holding in the smile as she dug one finger in. 

"OWI" 

"I told you, be nice." 

Steve glared at her as he rolled slowly onto his side, lifting his body slightly to push his arm under him and 
stretch it back. With slow awkward movements, he scooted backwards, making sure he didn't move too fast 
and cause those nails to dig in again. 

Cat moved with him across the wide bed, keeping a firm but careful grip on his balls. The concentration on his 
face was intense, the sweat running down his skin from the fear and tension, muscles shaking with the 
adrenaline pumping through him. 

"Stop." 


Steve froze. 


‘lm going to reach across you. So far | haven't been forced to really hurt you, but remember if you try to 


bite, strike or knock me away... 

Steve hissed through his teeth, giving a sharp nod. 

Cat rose over him, letting her body lean against his as she reached for his arm, feeling the muscles jump 
under his skin as she slid her nails over his bicep and down his forearm to grasp the clip on the cuff. Tugging, 
she moved his arm to rest alongside the other, snapping the clip onto the ring in the other cuff. 

"Very good." 


Another snort. 


Sitting back on her haunches, she carefully switched hands on his balls, her nails overlapping briefly before she 


uncurled her left hand. 
"Now put your legs together.” 
Steve ground his teeth but moved his left leg back against the right. 


Cat had to admit this was rather fun, she could feel the desire to explode coming off him in waves. Moving 


sideways on her knees, she slowly dragged her nails over the strong muscled thigh, feeling the damp skin under 
the hair as she traced over his knee and down his calf. She glanced quickly at his face, his eyes were closed, 
the muscle in his jaw jumping as he clenched his teeth. With a quick move, she unhooked the chain holding the 
right cuff to the bed and snapped it through the ring on the cuff around his left ankle. 

Giving a last squeeze of his balls, she moved swiftly back and slid off the side of the bed, looking down at him. 


"lm going to come around and unhook your right wrist. We've gotten along very well so far and I'm hoping we 
can continue that. Never forget though, that any threat or attack on your part will be dealt with severely." 


Steve didn't answer, keeping his eyes closed. A sudden sharp tug on his hair made them fly open, tears forming 
in his eyes from the vicious yank of his scalp. 


"Wot the fuck was that for?!" 

"You will answer me when | speak to you" 

Steve grumbled, then yelped as a sharp slap landed on his arse. 
"Im sorry, | didn't hear you" 

"| said alright for fuck's sake!" 


Cat grinned, her face hidden behind him. Unsnapping the right cuff from the bed, she hooked the chain to the 


left, attaching a small locking mechanism over the clips. 

"Now | know you're thinking. Since your hands are together you'll be able to easily unsnap the clips and free 
your hands, but there is a locked metal tube now covering the chain, and the only key will remain carefully 
hidden The only thing you will accomplish by trying is to get yourself punished. Do you understand?" 

Steve cursed silently. How the hell did she know that's what he'd been thinking? 

"Yes" Said through gritted teeth, but loud and clear. 

"Good" 

Cat stepped back from the bed 

"Now stand up" 


"Ow the ‘ell do you fink I'm gonna do tha?" 


Cat laughed. 


"Figure it out Steve. I'm sure you're intelligent enough to do that" 


Steve let loose a string of curses as he fought to pull himself up into a sitting position, testing his range of 
movement with his hands as he did. Not much play, a few inches, enough to bring his hands far enough apart 
to rest near his kidneys. Swinging his legs over the edge of the bed he worked himself forward, feeling the 
sheets bunch under him as he dropped his feet to the floor. Using his thigh muscles and leaning forward he 
pushed to his feet, standing in front of the woman who had at this point become the object of some very dark 
fantasies. He had never hit a woman before, but right now if his hands were free he wasn't sure what he 
would do. Somehow, despite the rage and humiliation that had taken him over since he had opened his eyes, 


that actually bothered him. 

Standing in front of her he now had the chance to really get a look at her. She was about his height, maybe a 
bit shorter. Shaking his head to try to get his hair out of his face, he studied her slowly. Her hair was longer 
than he thought, the ends brushing the very tops of her thighs, raven black, with strands curling randomly 
throughout it. Dark eyes, large in her small face, full lips curled in a grin as she watched him. 

"Bold eyes Steve." 

Those eyes moved down, taking in the swell of her breasts under the sung shirt she wore. Her arms were 
bare, slender but showing long muscles under the skin, several tattoos on her upper arms, small hands ending 
in those wickedly sharp black fingernails. Flat stomach, in good form actually, hips flaring slightly and legs 


encased in tight black leather trousers, low-heeled boots on her feet. 


‘lm going to let you get away with that this time Steve, but from here on, you will keep your eyes down when 
addressing me. And any more UNDRESSING me with them will result in severe punishment." 


"So wot do | call you?" 

Cat raised her brows. He had to be up to something, he was being too submissive for her liking. 

"You may address me as Cat. If you displease me, that will change though." 

Steve nodded. His mind was working feverishly, running scenarios of escape, trying to figure out his best plan 
of attack. So far the only thing that he had come up with was to act like he was giving in, and see if she 
relaxed her guard. So time for some of that ‘Arry charm.. 

He gave her a grin. 


Cat blinked. 


"| need to ‘ave a piss, Cat." 


She nodded, stepping back and inclining her head to the loo. 

"Go ahead Steve." 

"But me hands..." 

"You'll find there have been some modifications to assist with that." 

Steve went to take a step, nearly falling as the chain between his feet stopped him short. 

Cat reached out and steadied him. 

"You'll have to take small steps, until | am sure you won't try something stupid your legs will remain shackled." 
Steve nodded again, flashing another grin at her before shuffling towards the loo. 

Cat watched him, her eyes narrowed. He was DEFINITELY up to something. 


Steve kept the grin on his face until he passed through the door and pushed it closed. Feeling around the knob 


with his fingers, he let out a muttered curse as he realized there was no lock. 
"Bludi fuckin’ ‘ell I'm gonna rip Rod's fuckin’ ‘ead off when | get back. IF | get back!" 


Steve groaned as he looked at the toilet, a plastic shield had been attached to the seat, tapering down into a 
channel leading into the bowl. 


“Ow the fuck am | gonna get me dick over tha?" 

Moving closer, he stared at it for a moment. With a sigh, he shuffled sideways to let it rest against his thigh 
and then carefully inched around and let the thin material slip under his cock. Closing his eyes he let out a 
groan of relief as he emptied his bladder. Finishing, he did a little shake of his hips. f he hadn't been so fucking 
pissed, he would have had to laugh at the image he had to present. 

Shuffling away from the toilet, he twisted around and hit the knob, baby stepping over to stand in front of the 
sink Shaking his head, Steve looked at himself. Sweat matted his hair down around his face and neck, his mouth 
tasted like the inside of West Ham's locker room smelled and there wasn't a single thing he could do about it 
with his hands where they were. Ok, time to swallow the pride a bit. 

"Cat!" 


"Yes Steve?" 


"Would you come ‘ere. Err, please." 
M p 


Sounded nice enough right? Must have she was coming through the door. 
"| can't brush me teef, or have a wash." 
Cat frowned. 


"Those are rewards you have to earn Steve. If you prove yourself to be trustworthy, I'll arrange it so you 


have a hand free. But right now, | don't trust you." 
Long slow blinks, with a bit of a pout. 

"Don't try it Steve" 

"Ah well, was worf a shot" 

Well bother, he didn't mean to say that out loud 

Cat broke into laughter. 

"Come on Steve, time for breakfast” 

Steve followed her slowly back into the bedroom, heading for the door. 


"No, you'll be eating up here. Until your legs can be freed, | don't want you to try going down the steps. | 
really don't want to have to explain a broken neck." 


Steve surprised himself by grinning. A real grin 
"Wouldn't do to ‘ave that ‘appen" 

Cat pointed at a chair near a small table. 

"Sit there and I'll bring you your food" 

Steve shuffled over, sitting carefully on the seat. 
"| guess me clothes are a reward too right?" 
"Maybe, although | think | prefer you naked." 


Ok, so that made his cock perk up. Traitorous bastard. Not like he was enjoying this. 


Cat left the room, giving Steve a chance to lean back in the chair and try to relax. Nothing was coming to 
mind, she seemed to read him too well, in fact a couple times he had cursed himself for giving too much away 
in his eyes. Maybe the no looking at her thing wasn't a bad idea, much easier to hide things that way. Rolling 
his shoulders, he tested the strength of the chain binding his hands. Nothing, just the few inches of movement 
and no matter how much he pulled it didn't move. Now the legs. Tensing his thighs, Steve threw his legs apart. 
Well that accomplished not a bleedin’ thing. Hearing her at the door, Steve sat forward again. 


Cat set a tray in front of him, the plate covered by a silver lid. Hearing his stomach grumble she laughed, 


walking around behind him without removing the cover. 

"Steve, | know what you expected from this was a chance to relax, play some tennis, just get away. Instead, 
what you're getting is a chance to really let go, and to let someone else be in control. The first thing that has 
to be established is trust. Not only do | need to trust that you aren't going to try to get away, you need to 
trust that unless your actions force me, | will not hurt you or cause you significant pain" 

Steve started as a cloth wrapped around his head, covering his eyes. 

"Wha?" 


"Trust Steve. In taking away your sight it forces you to trust me" 


Steve turned his head to follow her movements; he could hear her walk back around to stand in front of him. 


A small metallic sound, then the aroma of the food filled his nostrils. 

"Ow am | gonna..2" 

Steve jumped as something touched his lips. 

"Trust..." 

Every instinct screamed at him to clamp his mouth shut and not open it under pain of death. Except the ones 
attached to his stomach and nose which were screaming in tandem that it smelled good and they were hungry. 
Slowly he parted his lips, opening his mouth slightly and letting whatever it was slip inside. 

Oh, eggs. Feeling the fork withdraw from his mouth, he chewed the soft mass. 


"Good, and with trust comes rewards Steve, remember that." 


Another nudge against his lips. Mouth opened right away that time. Ah..potatoes of some sort, but quite good. 
Still felt odd to have someone feeding him, but.. 


It seemed to take a lot longer to have someone feed you that it would have to finish a plate normally, but by 
the time it was over Steve found himself rather enjoying it. Everything tasted quite lovely, Cat even pressed a 


straw into his mouth on occasion and bugger him if he didn't think that might have been the orangiest orange 
juice he'd ever tasted. Strange, she was right, when you couldn't see something your other senses did become 
sharper. 

The clatter of the fork on the empty plate startled Steve. 

"Enough?" 

"Yeah, fanks." 

Sounds he couldn't quite recognize, like something was being dragged across the floor maybe? 

"Steve l'm going to do something, but first I'm going to attach your legs to the chair." 

Steve shifted uncomfortably. 

"Wot? Why?" 

"Remember, trust." 


Steve felt her hands around his calves, followed by the whisper of a soft material over his skin, drawing tight 
but not painfully so. 


Cat watched him carefully, noting the quicker rise and fall of his chest, the sounds of his breathing getting 


just a bit harsher. Even more interesting was the stirring of his cock.. 

Steve jumped, hands curling into fists and trying to come to his feet as her fingers lifted his shaft. 
"Steve! Just relax, nothing painful | promise!" 

Steve's chest heaved as he sucked in air, trying to calm his racing heart. 

Cat's voice was soft and low. 

"Steve, you have to trust me. If you have done nothing to displease me l'm not going to cause you pain." 
Steve uncurled his fingers behind his back. Taking a deep breath, he felt his heart begin to slow. 

Cat's fingers still held him gently. 

"Trust. That's all you have to do Steve. Let go and trust” 


Easy for her to say, it wasn't her dick being held by a woman he still thought was a bit mad who happened to 


have needle sharp fingernails and who incidentally had tied him up while he was having a kip now was it? 

Steve tensed again as he felt her slide something around his cock. his fingers flexed again, the only thing he 
could tell was it was a tube of sorts, fitting loosely around the shaft. He groaned as it tightened around him, 
the soft material inside rubbing the sensitive skin. The groan changed to a hiss as it tightened further, not to 
the point of pain but encasing his shaft from root to tip in a snug embrace. 

"Wot the fuck is..." 

Steve blinked rapidly to clear his vision as the blindfold was removed from his eyes. Looking down at his groin, 
his eyes widened as he took in the sight of his cock wrapped in leather, laced tightly inside a tube that started 
at the very base and covered the shaft to end right behind the head. 


Ok, so much for cooperating, this was too much. 


Cat stood back as he arched his back, pushing up from the chair and trying to rip his hands apart, swearing at 
the top of his lungs. 


"Get this fucking fing OFFA me dick!" 

Cat shook her head. 

"No." 

"WOT?!" 

‘| said no. And if you don't calm down | will be forced." 

"Calm down? You fink I'm gonna fuckin calm down then yer more of a nutter...” 

In his rage, Steve had forgotten his legs had been fastened to the chair. Lunging for her, he realized he was in 
deep trouble when the rest of him went forward, however they stayed firmly in place. He felt himself falling 
and tried to twist his body to avoid landing flat on his face. 

Cat forced herself not to move to try to cushion his fall, but she did wince as he hit the ground. Hard. 
Steve felt the impact in his shoulder, a hard grunt coming from his chest as he landed. 

Cat walked over and crouched next to him, looking at his murderous eyes, nearly black with his rage. 

"Steve, | told you | wouldn't hurt you without reason. That is simply a device which will keep your cock from 


becoming hard, and although it will be uncomfortable, it won't be painful" She hesitated, and then gave him an 


evil smile. "Well, depending, | imagine after a time it could become painful." 


"Yer a fucking bitch and when | get me arse out of ‘ere l'm gonna." The words were spit through gritted 


teeth. 

Cat shook her head. 

‘Ive tolerated all of your attitude I'm going to Steve. I've been gentle with you because | know you weren't 
expecting this but you are now trying my patience. If this continues not only will you be punished, but I'll gag 
you as well.” 

She stood, looking down at the rage filled man on the floor. 

"Think about it. I'll be back later." 

With that, she turned and left the room, closing the door behind her. 

Steve was frozen for a moment, unable to even grasp the idea that she had walked out and left him there. 
The struggle began only a second later, not caring about the pain from his legs as they twisted in the bonds 
he rolled back and forth, yanking at the cuffs holding his wrists. By the time he exhausted himself he was 
covered in sweat, his hair matted around his face and shoulders, arms and back aching from the force he had 
been exerting. He twisted around to rest as much on his back as he could; the only sounds in the room his 
harsh breathing, tears of frustration adding to the moisture on his face. Closing his eyes he wondered how far 
this was going to go before he either lost his mind or did serious harm to himself. And if he ever did get 
loose, how much harm he was going to do to.. 

He had no idea how much time passed before he heard her return. 

"Steve?" 

Yes, that would be the one who had just been screaming for mercy in his mind as he-- 

Coming closer to him, Cat reached down and brushed his hair away from his face. 

"Are you ready to get up?" 

Steve nodded, not trusting his voice. 

Cat reached under him and helped him sit up. 

"Listen Steve, if you had any idea how much | have let you get away with you'd..well let's just say any other 
client of mine would be strapped to something feeling far more pain that you can even imagine if they pulled 


what you have. However, since you seem To think that | won't punish you, you continue to push me. I'm going 


to untie your legs from the chair so you can stand. However, since | can't trust you I'm going to need to be 


sure | can control you if you try something stupid” 
Steve felt something slip around his neck. Looking down, he gasped as he saw metal rings. 


"If you do anything, and | mean anything, | will take you down. What you have on is nothing more than a large 
choke chain, and believe me, it isn't a pleasant feeling to have it tightened around your neck." 


Steve snorted. 

"You wouldn't..." 

He suddenly found himself unable to breathe as the links tightened briefly. 

"Oh | would." 

Steve swallowed hard. 

"Now, do you understand?" 

"Yes." 

Cat untied his legs, keeping a firm grip on the strap attached to the collar. 

Steve bent his legs, rolling up onto his knees and winching as they cried out in protest. He had been lying in 
such a way that his lower legs had been twisted around and the blood returning to them cause pins and 
needles to jab at him. He tried to get on one knee, almost falling over when he pulled his feet too far apart. 
Taking a deep breath he tired again, moving slowly to avoid pulling the shackles tight, finally managing to get his 
feet under him and rising slowly. 

Cat looked him over, his head hung down as he regained his breath from the struggle to get to his feet. His 
legs were shaking, she could see the muscles jumping under his skin, sweat covered every inch of his skin, he 
looked utterly exhausted, but his eyes..they still burned black. She considered letting him off, but she knew if 
she didn't convince him of what could happen he would fight her till the moment he left and the time would 
have been wasted. 

"Come with me." 

Steve followed her to the center door, watching as she took a key from her back pocket and opened the lock, 
reaching in to flip on the light and then stepping through. Steve hesitated when he saw the room, his legs 


refusing to carry him any further until a soft tug on the collar reminded him of what could happen. 


Cat heard the heavy sigh from the man beside her. 


"Steve, this really depends on you. How you act is directly connected to how you will be treated. | can make 


things as pleasurable, or as painful, for you as you make them for me." 
Steve nodded. 


Cat led him over to a frame in the center of the room, wrapping the strap around it and pulling him forward 


to press his chest against it. 


‘lm going to release you hands. You will place them over the bar and stand perfectly still. If you don't, | will 
pull the collar tight until you do. Do you understand?" 


"Yes." 


Keeping the leash taunt, Cat walked around and took a small key from around her neck. Opening the lock on the 
metal bar she opened the tube and unclipped Steve's hands. 


Steve let out a sigh of relief as his arms dropped to his sides, flexing and rolling his shoulders to relieve the 
stiffness. 


"Steve. Hands over the bar." 
Wincing at the bolt of pain in his shoulder as he raised his arms, he draped his hands over the bar and waited. 


Walking back around, Cat clipped the rings in the cuffs to the bar. 


‘Normally | would give no quarter to a sla.client, however | am going to bear in mind that you didn't ask for 


this. Your actions however have brought you to this point.” 


Cat walked behind him. Steve couldn't see what she was doing, when he tried to turn his head the lightly 
wrapped leash held him in place. He could hear sounds of her moving things, but he had no idea what those 


things were. 


Steve's back arched as something struck the top of his arse, not hard enough to cause a bolt of pain but 
stinging sharply. Before he could react it struck again, lashing across his cheeks. Biting his lip he refused to cry 
out, feeling the lash hitting from the small of his back to the tops of his thighs, steady strokes of fire heating 


his skin 


Turning his head he clamped his teeth on his arm as the pain increased, already tender skin struck over and 
over, the bites of the lash unrelenting in speed or intensity. He lost count of the number of times he was 
struck, finally unable to stop the groan of pain as a particularly tender area was struck for the umpteenth 


time. His body arched with each hit, grinding his chest and groin against the padded pole. 


Somewhere in the midst of the lashes, Steve realized not all the pain was coming from his arse and back. His 


cock was trying to swell inside the tube, the tight leather making it impossible for the blood to fill the shaft. 
The thrusts against the pole were only adding to the ache, his shaft trapped between his body and the padding, 
keeping a steady rubbing pressure on his groin 

Cat eyed him as she began to vary the strokes, one hard to two soft, his hips thrusting which each bite of 
the leather strands. With no warning she stopped, watching him carefully as he rubbed his crotch against the 
padding, trying to ease the ache in his groin 


Dropping the whip on the floor, she moved up behind him and slipped her hand between his body and the pole, 
finding the head of his cock and rubbing it between her fingers. 


Steve groaned, pressing his forehead against the bar and shoving his hips forward into her hand. 
Cat moved her hand down to his balls, massaging them roughly as he arched back, twisting against his bonds. 


"Your cock wants to get hard doesn't it Steve, you can feel it trying to swell inside the tube." Her voice was a 


hiss in his ear, her hand never stopping its movement on his sac. 

"Yeah, fuck, ‘urts...” 

"Remember this then, next time you decide to fight me." 

Cat pinched the head of his cock and stepped back. 

Steve grit his teeth, forcing himself still. He wasn't sure which was worse, the fire from the lash or the 
frustrated heat in his groin. He couldn't quite wrap his mind around the fact that his cock, in fact his whole 
body, had felt such a reaction to the pain 

He jumped as something cold touched his arse. 

"Relax, this will take the sting out of it" 

He had to admit the coolness of whatever she was spreading over his skin felt bloody wonderful, except for 
the fact that his cock was again trying to swell inside the tube. Resting his head against the pole he tried to 
think of something other than her hands running over his flesh. He bit back the groan as her hands left him. 
Cat walked back in front of him, taking the end of the strap and wrapping it around her hand. 

‘lm going to release your hands. Will there be any problems?" 


Steve shook his head. 


Cat unhooked the snaps, frowning as she saw him wince when he dropped his arms. 


"What's wrong?" 
"Nofink Just me shoulder from." 
"When you fell" 

"Yeah" 

Cat unwrapped the strap from the pole. 
"Come with me 


Steve followed, quietly moving his hands and arms to get the muscles working, hoping to keep her from noticing 


she hadn't restrained them behind his back. 


"Steve, | left your arms free deliberately. If you attempt any kind of attack or escape, | will use the collar. Do 


you understand?" 


Well so much for that. Although, to be quite honest, he hadn't really thought as much about trying to get 
away as he did about how good it felt to be able to move. 


"Yeah." 


Cat led him back into the bedroom, walking over toward the bed and indicating for him to sit down. She looked 
at him as he carefully perched on the edge of the bed, wincing when his bruised skin touched the surface. He 
kept his head down, staring at the floor, his shoulders hunched. Cat caught her lower lip in her teeth, gnawing 
it gently for a moment before speaking softly. 


"| still don't think | can trust you. But | also am concerned about your shoulder, if you're injured in any way, 
that would not only be a black mark on my reputation, but with your profession..well it could be disastrous. So, 
against my better judgment, lm going to remove the cuffs and let you take a shower and clean up. If you give 
me no problems, I'll let you dress and have dinner with me downstairs. If you do, I'll use the collar to subdue 
you, and what will happen after will make earlier seem like child's play. Do you understand?" 

Steve nodded, tilting his head back and looking up at her. 


"Fanks." 


Cat opened her mouth to chastise him for the eye contact, but closed it again without saying anything. There 


was an expression she hadn't seen before, not defeated, but almost accepting. 


"You may remove the cuffs." 


Steve brought his left arm onto his thigh, turning his wrist and beginning to undo the buckles with his right 
hand. He gave an audible sigh as the cuff opened, switching arms and quickly removing the other one before 


bending forward and unstrapping the ones on his ankles. Dropping them to the floor he sat quietly and waited. 


Cat frowned. If he was going to do anything this would be the time, when she was at her most vulnerable. 
Stepping in front of him she dropped to one knee, almost holding her breath as she reached for the lacings on 
the tube and began undoing the knot. 


Steve felt an urge to strike, his fingers curled into his palm and he.. 
FUCK. She seemed to know and chose that exact moment to raise her head and look at him. 


Keeping her eyes on his, Cat quickly loosened the lacings and slid the tube off. Lifting his cock with her fingers, 
she wrapped her hand around the shaft and massaged it gently. 


"Trust brings pleasure Steve." 
He nodded, closing his eyes. He grumbled softly as her hand left his cock, hearing her laugh. 


Rising to her feet, Cat stepped back, giving a gentle tug on the strap to get him to follow her toward the loo. 
Walking into the room, she went to the shower and turned on the taps, adjusting the spray before gesturing 
him forward. 


Steve carefully stepped into the enclosed space, letting the water run down over his head before tipping it 
back with a moan of pleasure, feeling the hot water run down his chest. He turned, letting the spray pound 
against his back, hissing lightly as it ran over the tender skin of his arse and upper thighs, even with the 


twinge of pain he couldn't remember the last time a shower felt so unbelievably good. 


Cat watched him as he reached for the shampoo and poured some into his hand, keeping his eyes closed as he 
massaged it through his hair. She was still a bit concerned about his attitude; once he was feeling better he 
might try something, in fact in the bedroom she thought for sure he was going to take a swing at her. Her 
contact had assured her that he was not a man prone to violence against women, but she had pushed him 


hard today and any animal, even a human one, is capable of striking when cornered. 

She ran her eyes down his body. If she were honest with herself, and she usually was, she was hoping that 
he'd get with the program so she could have some fun with him. She suddenly was aware of his eyes on her, 
looking up she saw him watching her with a rather cheeky grin on his face. 


"Getting bold with those eyes again Steve." 


Steve raised an eyebrow, reaching for the soap and beginning to run it over his shoulders and chest. 


"Wasn't me eyes getting’ bold Cat.” 

She bit back a grin, stepping back to lean on the edge of the sink. 

"Different rules Steve. My eyes can be as bold as they like." 

Soap moving lower, over his stomach and down to his groin. 

At least he had stopped watching her. Good thing too or he would have seen her tongue run over her lips as 
he soaped around his cock and balls, sliding his hand between his legs to rub the bar over his inner thighs 
before bending to work on his lower legs. Turning he reached back to clean his back, wincing as his shoulder 
stretched. 


Cat stepped forward, standing just outside the spray of water and reaching in to take the soap from his hand. 


Steve turned his head, looking at her with a puzzled expression that quickly softened as she ran the soap over 


his back. 

Turning to face the back wall of the shower, he rested his palms on the tile and dropped his head between his 
arms, enjoying the touch of her hand as it guided the soap over his skin, down his spine and to the small of 
his back. Cat felt him flinch as the soap rubbed over the marks from the lash. 

"Does that hurt?" 

"A bit" 

Cat hesitated. Steve lifted his head and turned his torso to look at her. 

"Wot's wrong?" 

"Nothing, turn back around" 

Steve held her eyes for a moment before turning back to the wall and dropping his head again. 


Cat took a deep breath and set the strap down gently, working the soap between her hands to build up lather. 


Steve felt the change in tension on the collar. His mind raced, screaming at him to make his move, one quick 


turn and he could have the upper hand, in fact all he had to do was grab the collar and lift it off his.. 


A low groan tore from his lips as her hands began a slow rub over his arse, fingers barely touching the 
tender flesh. He shivered as her fingers ran down the crack and between his legs, nudging the back of his balls 
and stopping for a moment to tease the sensitive spot behind them. 


"Fuck..." 

Steve lifted his head, tipping it back as her fingers traced around his hole before ghosting back up to the top 
of the crack, her nails scratching lightly over the skin as they ran back down to again tease the opening. He 
pushed back at her fingers, baring his teeth and hissing as her nails scraped around the ring of muscle before 
scratching down the skin to find that spot behind his balls and pushing against it. 

"Cat..." 


Steve closed his eyes against the pleasure, in one jump his cock rose, hard and straining as she teased the 


back of his sac, nails that had caused pain before now making the skin tighten with pleasure. 


Steve could have screamed in frustration as her hand suddenly left him. Turning around he reached for her, 


his eyes filled with lust as his hands shot out toward her. 
Cat jumped back, grabbing the strap and yanking hard as she tried to avoid him. 


Steve went to his knees, gasping for air as the collar tightened around his neck, fingers scrabbling for the links 


to release the pressure. 


Cat eased her grip, watching as he doubled over, choking and taking huge gulps of air, biting her lip and cursing 
herself for trusting him. 


Steve finally raised his head, the water still beating down on him as he kneeled on the tile, looking up at her 


with a mixture of emotion. 

"| wasn't--" 

"Are you finished?" 

Steve narrowed his eyes; her voice was not as calm as it had been, if anything it had gone cold. 
He nodded. 

"Then turn off the water and get out" 

Steve climbed shakily to his feet and turned off the taps before stepping out. 


Cat backed up as he stepped toward her, keeping the collar snug around his neck and reaching behind herself 
to grab a towel. She tossed it to him, eyes watching intently as he caught it and wrapped it around his waist. 


Steve stepped toward her, wincing as she backed up quickly, putting more pressure on his throat. 


"| need one for me ‘air." 


Cat nodded, stepping back as he moved to reach for another towel, leaning slightly forward and using his hands 
to draw the long locks in front of his face before wrapping the towel around them and standing straight. 


Steve moved sideways, keeping the same distance between them as he stepped towards the sink 
"Cat." His voice was soft. "I need some fings from me bag." 


Backing into the room, she never took her eyes from him as he went to his bag and reached inside. He felt the 
chain tighten on his neck as she tensed. Slowly pulling out his toothbrush and paste, he held them for her to 
see before reaching back in and getting the brush for his hair. 


"Do | need me clothes?" 

"Jeans are enough." 

Steve pulled a pair from the bag and backed toward the loo. 
Cat kept pace with him. 


Reaching the counter, Steve turned slowly and set his things on the ledge. Picking up the paste and the 
toothbrush, he squeezed some on and reached to flip on the water as he set about cleaning his teeth. He 
watched her in the mirror, quickly finishing and rinsing his mouth. He could tell she was on edge, up on the 
balls of her feet and barely blinking as she watched his every move. 


Cat could feel her heart hammering in her chest. How fucking STUPID, she let her guard down and got too 
involved with him, her body betraying her, breaking her own discipline and allowing her lust to control her, but 
the temptation to touch him had been too much. Bad enough that she gave in to that temptation, but she let 
her guard down and damn near paid the price. She shuddered as she thought how close she had come to losing 


control of him, and what the consequences might have been 

Steve slowly reached for the towel around his waist, every movement deliberate as he began to dry off, 
keeping his eyes on her in the mirror. One wrong move and he knew she'd yank that strap again, and he wasn't 
planning on having that happen. Tossing the towel to the side he reached for his jeans and stepped into them, 
slowly pulling them up his legs and reaching in to adjust his cock before fastening the fly. 


Another glace. Good, she seemed to be settling down Reaching up and unwrapping the towel from his head, 


Steve began to rub the long strands slowly, keeping every movement quiet. 
"How much longer, no you have five minutes to finish." 


Steve nodded, tossing the towel aside and reaching for brush, drawing it in long strokes through his hair. The 


last thing he wanted was to feel the jerk of that chain again, the pain itself was bad enough but the feeling of 
not being able to breathe - that was nothing he cared to repeat. He could still feel the tightness in his throat 
and chest. Somehow he needed to let her know he hadn't been trying to hurt her but simply acting on his 
desire to touch her. 

"Cat, | need to tell you somefink.." 

"Enough time, let's go." 


Cat stepped back and gave the strap a short jerk. 


Steve winced and tossed the brush onto the counter, following her back to the bedroom. Backing to the bed, 
she pointed at the cuffs. 


"Put them on" 
Steve signed. 
"Cat. Listen." 


"One more word and | gag you and you remain gagged for the rest of the time you're here. Now, put them 


on 
Steve shook his head and sat on the bed, wrapping the cuffs around his wrists and buckling them. 

"Stand up, take two steps forward Hands behind your back" 

Steve complied, standing quietly as she moved behind him. 

Cat shortened the strap and held it up in the air, forcing Steve to push up onto his toes to take the pressure 
off his neck. She pushed his hands together and fastened the chain to the clips, feeling behind her for the 


metal tube and sliding it on, locking it into place. 


Steve could feel the heat from her on his back, her movements stirring his hair as she checked the buckles 
to make sure they were tight. 


"Downstairs. | should just tie you in for the night but I'm feeling generous so I'll let you eat. Walk slowly and 
don't talk, turn around or doing anything to piss me off. Do you understand?" 


Steve nodded. 


"Good, now go." 


Steve sat quietly in the chair at the table. The trip downstairs had been uneventful but he could tell she was 
wary, the chain had stayed tight even though he had followed her every command. She had placed him a 
specific chair, winding the strap attached to the chain through the back and forcing his head tight against the 
wood before leaving the room for a less than a minute, coming back with a handful of long leather straps. 


"Legs apart, back against the chair legs, feet flat on the floor." 


Wrapping a strap around each leg she had buckled them tightly before reaching between the slats in the chair 
and unlocking his hands. 


"Left arm on the arm of the chair, forearm flat" 
Another strap wrapped tightly around and fastened 
"Same with the right arm." 

The fourth strap. Just as tight as the rest: 

"Back flat against the chair” 


The last strap, wrapped around his throat and pulled through the slats and buckled, not tight enough to hurt 
his breathing or make it hard to swallow, but effectively holding him. 


A sigh of relief as the chain was removed. 


"No talking. Sit quietly, any movement or struggling and the chain goes back on and you're back upstairs, no 
food, no water, nothing. Do you understand?" 


Steve nodded as best he could. 
Cat turned and went through the doorway into the kitchen. 
Steve watched her go. 


Cat leaned against the wall, her body shaking as she struggled for control. She had felt his eyes as she left 


the room, eyes that had watched her since the confrontation in the bathroom. 


Swearing softly, Cat began snatching things out of the refrigerator and setting them on the table, nearly 
screaming when a dish hit the edge and crashed to the floor. 


Steve jumped at the loud crash from the other room. Without thinking he started to rise to see what was 
wrong, cursing as the command from his brain was abruptly halted by the restraints. 


Cat stopped, taking a deep breath and holding it, counting to ten as she tried to bring herself back under 


control, 

"This is not happening. | am damn good at what | do, | never cross that line and | NEVER let a client rattle me. 
Why | took this fucking job, yeah right, great money and was supposed to be easy. Shy, easygoing, 
whatthefuckever. What you neglected to mention MR Manager is the man happens to be fucking gorgeous and 
doesn't let his guard down for a minute!" 

Taking another deep breath Cat groaned and dropped into a chair, holding her face in her hands. 

"Get your shit together Cat, back on the plan" 

Steve could hear her talking to herself. Not the words, but just the sounds as she moved about the kitchen 
Suddenly it was silent, no movements or softly spoken words, just dead quiet. He was straining to listen when 
she suddenly appeared at the door, several dishes in hand. Setting them down on the table she turned to go 
back in the kitchen, freezing in her tracks at the sound of his voice. 


"Everyfink all right Cat?" 


Cat narrowed her eyes and spun around, ready to let loose. That was it, he had disobeyed for the last time, he 


was getting gagged and taken back upstairs and she was going to make him wish he'd never been..born... 
Oh, FUCK. 

Did he HAVE to look at her like that? 

Damn those eyes of his, they were gentle and full of concern 

She spun away and stalked back into the kitchen 


Steve let out a breath of relief, when she had first turned round he thought for sure he was going to regret 
saying anything. And then, something in her face..almost a flicker of panic in her eyes. 


Another stormy entrance, several more dishes set none too gently down. 
Cat took a seat, helping herself to the food and picking up her fork and poking at the piles on her plate. 


"Cat?" 


A tightening of her lips, eyes flashing as she looked up. 
"Me hands are tied, | can't..." 
Her eyes widened. Dropping her fork she turned her head. 


Steve frowned, his brow furrowing as he studied her. She still hadn't said anything and was gazing off at the 


wall, but he could see barely perceptible movements of her shoulder. Almost looked as if.. 


The laughter bubbled up in her throat and finally escaped. Turning back to look at his now stunned expression, 
Cat stood and walked over to him. 


If | untie your arm do you give me your word you won't try anything, like stabbing me with a fork?" 
"Bludi ‘ell | wouldn't do a fing like tha'!" 


"You know, for someone who was told if they spoke another word they'd be gagged you're pretty damn 


chatty." 


Cat couldn't believe it he grinned at her, not even a timid smile, or even an aren't | too cute for words one, 


but an out and out cheeky grin 

"Not one for bein’ good at keepin’ me mouf shut y'know” 
"Are you right or left handed?" 

"Right 


Cat moved around and unstrapped his left arm. Taking her seat she damn near gave herself whiplash at his 


next comment: 
"| wasnt tryin’ to ‘urt you y'know." 

Steve reached for the serving dishes, wincing as the strap dug into his throat. 
"What did you say?" 

Cat pushed the dishes closer to him 

"Fanks. Upstairs in the shower, | wasn't gonna ‘urt you" 


Serving himself, Steve awkwardly picked up the fork and tried to get something to stay on it long enough to 
get to his mouth. The absurdity of it all suddenly struck him and Cat nearly jumped out of her skin when he 


started to laugh. 
"What is wrong with you?" 
Steve dropped the fork 


"Jus' fink a minute. ‘Ere | was finking | was gonna ‘ave a few days off to read and relax, play some tennis and 


maybe some footie, and instead ‘ere | sit looking like a bleedin’ turkey all trussed up. | can't even feed meself 


cause | can't get the bludi fork to me mouf wifout spillin’ it in me lap. And the ‘ole fing of it so fuckin’ nuts 
even | don't belief it and l'm right in the middle of it!" 


Cat thought for a moment. Well when you put it that way.. 

"You do know what this is about don't you?" 

Steve rolled his eyes. 

"I ‘ave no fuckin’ idea. And tha's the fuckin’ capper y'know?" 

Your manager is worried about you. Your friends are worried about you. Theyre so afraid that one day youre just 
going to explode from all the pressure you put on yourself and they don't know what fo do. So your manager 
came up with the idea that if you found out giving up control wasnt so bad, youd relax and let it go sometimes 
when faced with it there. Cant fell him that though can you Cat? At least not yet 

"Most people contact me looking for escape from everyday pressures, and for the chance to let go." 

"Only fing is, | didn't contact you love, Rod did" 

Cat's eyes narrowed. 


"Maybe he thought you needed to let go." 


Steve rolled his eyes again. Picking up his fork, he tried again to get a bite of food to his mouth, swearing and 
throwing the fork back on the table when it landed in his lap. 


Cat reached over and picked up the fork, stabbing a piece of meat and offering it to him. 
"| can't reach it, me ‘ead seems to be stuck." 


Cat brought the fork closer to his mouth, sliding it past his open lips and drawing it out slowly as he pulled it 
off the tines with his teeth. 


"Fanks." 


Cat sighed and moved her chair closer to his and began feeding his dinner to him a bite at a time. 


Dinner over, Steve quietly followed Cat's instructions as she fastened the cuffs behind him again, slipping the 
collar over his head before releasing his legs and the neck strap from the chair. She followed him up the steps 
and into the bedroom, stopping inside the door when he softly spoke her name. 


"Cat" 

"Yeg?" 

"| need..'ell, | hafta." 

A flush of color stained his cheeks. 

Cat grinned, staying behind him so he couldn't see her face. 
| understand" 


Giving him a gentle shove, she started him walking toward the loo, going in behind him as he walked over to 


the toilet. 
"Err, look, | give you me word | won't try anyfing, but... 


Steve felt her hands at the fastenings on his wrists, unlocking the chain and tugging him around to bring him 
closer to the side of the counter. He watched as she slid the chain through an eyehook screwed into the wood, 
doubling it over and sliding the metal tube into place. A small click as the lock engaged and he found himself 
securely fastened to the sink He really needed to have a closer look round; he hadn't seen that one before 


either. 


Cat lifted the collar from around his neck and walked out without a word, pulling the door closed but not 
latching it. 


Steve shook his head, using his free left hand to undo his jeans and setting about what he needed to do. Good 
time to have a bit of a chat with himself though. 


So, right Harris, here's the way things are. You're stuck here with a maybe not completely mad bird, in a 

situation that isnt much fun for the most part, although there have been several times where it hadn't been 
all bad now had it? In fact it had been rather enjoyable. You're not getting out of here anytime soon, so if you 
play your hand right you can get more of the fun and less of the not so fun, like that bleedin’ collar. And from 


the way that girlie's been acting, seems as if she'd like to have more of those bits too, and its really not so 


bad having her take charge in those departments anyway now is it? So what you need to do is give her more 
reason to have those bits and less reason to have the other, and the way to go about that is to... 


"Steve?" 

"Yeah, right love almost done." 

So, where was I? Right, just be nice and friendly and let things go. 

Steve's eyes suddenly narrowed 

Wasn't that what Rod and the rest of the lads had been telling him ever since the tour started? 


Relax and let things go. Have fun. You worry too much. You always think things are worse than they are. It's 
not that big a deal ‘Arry just let it go. 


That sodding bastard. That's what this was about. Relax and let it go. 
"Steve!" 
"Right. Comin’ now love." 


Cat wasn't sure what had happened but she wasn't sure she liked the difference in his tone. He suddenly 
seemed..well HAPPY. 


"All finished" 


Cat went back into the loo, lifting the collar over his head and pulling it taunt before unfastening his wrist. 
Steve stood quietly, watching her with a slight grin 


"Go over to the bed, remove your jeans, and then flat on your back, arms and legs spread." 
He walked past her and headed for the bed, head slightly down, that small smile still on his face. 
Cat watched him carefully. NOW what was he up to? 


Stretched out on the bed, naked and cuffed like that same sacrificial virgin, Steve watched as she picked up 
the blindfold from earlier and came back to the bed. Climbing on the bed next to him, Cat hesitated as he lifted 
his head to make it easier for her to fasten it behind. 


Steve willed himself to relax as his eyes were covered, jumping a bit when her fingers ran through the long 


strands of his hair, pulling it from behind his back and arranging it on the pillow next to his head. Her fingers 
moved to his chest, nails combing through the hair and sliding to his nipple, scratching the nub. 


"Don't move." 

Under the blindfold Steve's eyes rolled. Like he could. 

He felt her leave the bed, listening intently but unable to tell what she was doing, his best guess was that she 
left the room for a moment as he could hear the sounds of movement fading away. Quiet now, the only noise 
was the sound of his breathing. 

Steve shifted, he had no idea how long it had really been but it seemed like it had been quite a long time and 


still no sound or indication she was back. Feeling the edge of panic, Steve shifted again, lifting his head and 
straining to hear. 


"Cat?" 

Nothing, no answer, no footsteps no..nothing. 

"Cat!" 

Still nothing. 

The panic was stronger, his breathing becoming deeper and a bit ragged. 
"CATI 

Her voice, from right beside the bed, made him jump hard enough to yank uncomfortably at the restraints. 
"| wouldn't leave you Steve, l'm right here." 

"Fuck girlie, you nearly gave me a bludi 'eart attack!" 

Sounds as she placed something or some things on the table next to the bed. 
A slight move of the mattress as she sat beside him. 


Another jump as her fingernails began scratching lightly over his skin, starting at the hollow of his throat and 


moving in random patterns over his chest. 


"Why are you afraid to let someone else have control Steve? Is it some deep-rooted need to have everything 
your way because no one else can do it right? Or is it because you're afraid that if you're the one not in 


control you're going to get hurt? And | don't mean just physically, | mean emotionally, spiritually, in play, in 


work..what is it?" 


Steve opened his mouth to answer, the words changing to a low groan as her mouth suddenly closed over his 
ripple, teeth nipping before lapping it with her tongue. He sighed as her mouth left him, trying again to answer 
when something sharp closed around the hard bud. 


"Wot the..oh fuck... 


Her mouth had moved to the other side, little nips and licks drawing attention from the pain. Same treatment, 


a few moments of pleasure and then the hard pinch of something clamping down. 


Steve felt her shift on the bed; there was a feeling of something light lying across his chest, the pain in his 
nipples intense but not unbearably so. A sudden dawning of understanding just before her fingers moved under 


the weight, lifting it away from his skin. 


Steve groaned as she tugged the chain gently, the clamps pulling at his engorged nipples, the small teeth digging 
into the skin. Her mouth was back on him, licking and biting at his stomach, tugging the hair with her teeth and 
working down, stopping to rim his belly button before moving lower to run the tip of her tongue down the line 


of hair to his groin 


Steve twisted under her, arching his back to press up to her mouth, his cock stiffening. A sharp nip made him 
yelp, that hot tongue moving to sooth over the spot, lapping ever closer to his thickening shaft. Fingers 
wrapping around the flesh, the sharp tips of those nails pressing gently into the skin, the twinge of pain making 
him shudder. When her mouth closed over the head of his shaft Steve groaned, drawing out the sound as her 
teeth nipped the tip, her tongue teasing as her mouth moved down. 


"Fuck, tha's so fuckin’ good..." 


Every nerve in his body seemed to end in an erogenous zone as her mouth worked up and down the hard 
shaft, her fingers had at some point taken hold of the chain attached to the clamps and at random moments 
would tug gently, the sharp stab of pain seeming to run directly down to his groin. Another long groan as her 
fingers cupped his balls, rolling them around in her palm and massaging them gently. Random digs with those 
nails sent the flashes of pain upwards, his cock hardening even more inside her teasing mouth, her tongue 
lapping down as she took him into her throat and held him for a moment before pulling slowly up, sucking hard 


at the shaft as it slid from her lips. 


Steve cursed as her mouth pulled away, the sound changing to a yelp as she tugged the chain smartly, sending 


another rocket of pleasure into his groin. 


Cat grinned, looking down at him, his fingers curled into fists, a light sheen of sweat coating his skin, chest 
moving rapidly with his deepened breathing, his cock rock hard and straining up, the tip already glistening with 
precum despite her mouth leaving it only a moment before. Sliding off the bed (he was getting better at telling 
what she was doing, he grumbled when she left), she hesitated for a moment before giving a shrug and pulling 


her shirt over her head. 


Steve swore he could actually feel his ears prick up at the sound of clothes rustling. The sound of a zipper, did 
that mean..? Had to right, no one else in the room or at least he hoped not! Weight back on the bed, hands 
tugging the pillows from under his head and doing something with them, not sure what but couldn't feel them 


anymore... 
"Slide down the bed as far as you can without hurting your arms." 
Steve scooted down, pulling his arms a bit, but he could handle it. Wonder what she had in mind... 


"Oh fuck." 


He could smell her arousal, not in a bad way but a clean slightly musky smell as she straddled his face, leaning 


over him and giving a long lick over his stomach. 


Steve lifted his head, turning his face to run his mouth over her inner thigh, searching higher, straining his 
neck to stretch just a bit further so his tongue could find.. 


Ah, yes that was what he was searching for... 
Extending his tongue he ran it down the center of her slit, pushing inside to find the hot wet flesh. 


Cat moaned, the tip of his tongue was barely able to reach her, but he was using it the best he could, 
exploring the inner folds of her lips and searching for her clit, trying to lap at it as his breath panted against 


her. 
Steve dropped his head back to the bed, his neck aching, 
"Cat, stop fuckin’ teasin’ and just sit on me face! 

Cat laughed. Well when he put it so nicely.. 


Lowering herself to him she felt the groan leave his mouth as he pushed up to meet her, his tongue now able 
to run the length of her slit, probing at her hole before going back to her clit and circling it slowly, lips 
clamping around it, scraping lightly with his teeth. 


Steve arched his hips, pushing his cock up in a rather desperate hint that he wanted her mouth back on him, 
groaning against her pussy as her nails scraped the hard shaft, working his tongue deeper into her, finding her 
hole and pushing it inside to lap at the walls, feeling them tighten around his tongue. Stiffening the muscle he 
fucked her with it, pushing as deep as he could and circling it inside before pulling it back into his mouth, 
driving it like a cock inside her, harsh pants of air washing over the wet flesh making her shudder against him, 


her juices running down onto his open mouth. 


Cat bit her lip, leaning forward to brace her hands on his thighs, rocking her hips as he fucked her with his 
tongue, whimpering as he withdrew from her hole to run the broad tip of it down her slit to her clit, using 
lips, teeth and tongue to tease the sensitive bud before licking back to her hole and plunging inside. Dropping 
her head she took a handful of hair and wrapped it around his straining cock, stroking him slowly, feeling his 
grunt of pleasure as the strands caught on the weeping tip. 


Steve pulled at the restraints on his arms, wanting to touch her, pouring the frustration from the inability to 
move into his tongue, fucking it into her pussy with short hard stabs. His hips pumped into her hand, the 
feeling of her hair sliding on the heated skin of his cock was making his balls tighten, the wet strands dragging 
over the tip making him grunt with every thrust. 


Cat suddenly sat up, releasing his cock and feeling his shout of frustration vibrate through her, changing to a 
long bone deep groan at the first lash of the small whip on his cock. Moving her hand to brace herself on his 
chest, she slapped the suede fringes back and forth over his groin. 


Steve had thought that was it at the first stroke, the slight sting of the strands wrapping around his cock 
making him groan from his balls, not that it hurt but fuck! The fringes lashed back and forth, never in the 
same place twice, teasing his cock, his balls, the top of his thighs, a few even hitting between his legs on the 
highly sensitive skin 


Cat panted as she watching his hips pump up, seeking the strokes of the lash, her own orgasm building as 


much from his reaction as the hot mouth and tongue working over her flesh. 
Steve felt her come, the already tight walls of her pussy trapping his tongue as she shuddered, pushing down 
harder onto his face. He heard her cry out as he stabbed deep, letting her grind herself on his tongue as her 


juices ran over his face, trying to swallow the sweet tasting fluid that ran into his mouth. 


Cat moaned, pulling herself forward and lifting her hips, shuddering as he ran his tongue slowly up and down 


her slit, licking her clean. 

Moving slowly she swung her leg over and lowered her body to lie beside him, smiling as he grumbled at the 
loss of her against his mouth. Laying her head on his stomach, she began to run her nails over his cock, still 
hard and straining against his stomach, precum dripping from the slit. 

Steve turned his hips, pushing against her fingers. 

"Cat, please, don’ fuckin’ stop now love.." 


Well now, THAT wasn't right, stop was exactly what she didl 


Steve cursed as he felt her leave the bed, yanking against the cuffs on his wrists in frustration. 


The sudden touch of a warm wet cloth on his face made him damn near jump out of his skin. Wiping over his 


mouth and down his chin, stroking down his neck and chest, his stomach and to his groin.. 
And gone. 

"FUCK!" 

Steve thrust his hips up. 

"Cat, please love, anyfing you want just. 


A sharp groan as the clamps were removed from his nipples, pain flashing down his chest and straight to his 


cock. 

Steve blinked rapidly as the blindfold was removed, trying to focus his eyes. 
Cat was leaning over him, an eyebrow raised. 

"Anything | want?" 


Steve thought about it for a second, at this point yeah, wasn't a thing he could think of that he would say no 
To. 


"Anyfing" 

Cat grinned, rising on her knees and moving between his legs, backing up towards his feet. 
"Anything. You're sure about that?" 

"ANYFUCKINFING!" 

Her eyes grew serious as she looked at him. 


"| want your word for the rest of the time you're here you'll cooperate. I'll still have control, you do what | 


say, even if you aren't restrained" 
Steve nodded, giving a sudden yelp as Cat pinched the skin of his inner thigh. 
| want to hear you say it" 


Steve looked at her. 


“Anyfing you tell me to do, anyfing you wan me to do, even if I'm loose. Promise..ch Christ!" 


Steve's hips arched as Cat swallowed his cock, taking it down to the base in one fast motion, her hand cupping 
his balls and massaging them roughly. Tongue dragging up the back of his cock, tracing the vein and lapping the 
tip, sucking back down, his balls tightening in her hand as she fucked his cock with her mouth, taking it down to 
press her lips into the hair of his groin and back up to nip at the tip, never still for a moment. 


Steve felt his toes curl as his cock swelled even more, jumbled words and sounds leaving his lips as her mouth 
worked him hard. His body arched, back curving into a bow as her finger slid into his arse and found his 
prostate, eyes rolling back as his come exploded into her mouth. Shouting something that may have been her 
name, Steve thrust hard, her throat opening and taking him deep to fire the last spurts down her throat. 

He dropped back on the bed, eyes closed, trying to catch his breath. He grunted as her finger slipped out of 
him, her mouth sliding off his cock and licking the drops of come she had lost from his skin. Giving his balls a 
last gentle squeeze, Cat moved up to lie beside him, drawing the sheets over them both and curling into his 
side to rest her head on his chest. 

Steve lifted his head, straining his neck forward to kiss her hair. 

"Fanks doesn’ seem to cover it love." 

Cat laughed, tipping her head up to look at him. With a short curse, she sat up and grabbed the pillows off the 
foot of the bed, motioning for him to raise his head and sliding them under him. Tucking her head back into his 
chest, she grumbled as he shrugged his shoulder. 

"Ey" 

Lifting her head, she opened one eye and looked at him. 

"What?" 

"Come ‘ere." 

‘| AM here." 

"No, come ‘ERE" 

Cat moved up closer. 

Steve rolled his eyes, straining his head forward. 

Cat realized what he wanted a scant second before his mouth found hers, lips soft and moving lightly, the tip 


of his tongue pushing into her mouth. With a soft moan, she raised herself up and scooted higher, taking some 
of the tension off his neck and deepening the kiss, tongues stroking and teasing, chasing back and forth between 


their mouths. 


A soft sucking sound as their lips broke apart; Steve opened his eyes and looked at her, a slight frown as he 


saw the emotions in her eyes, lust of course, but a haze of confusion as well. 
"Cat..." 
"Go to sleep Steve." 


Dropping her head back on his chest she closed her eyes, choosing to fight whatever battle she was having 


with herself on her own. 
Steve sighed; kissing the top of her head before letting his head drop onto the pillows and drifting off. 


Steve woke up the next morning, knowing before his eyes were even open that he was alone in the bed. He 


rolled onto his back and gave a careful stretch... 
Wait. 

Rolled onto his back? 

Steve sat up, realizing he was loose. 


With a grin, he hopped out of bed and gave several long stretches, wincing a bit as his muscles worked under 


his skin but it felt SO fuckin’ good! 

Grabbing some clothes out of his bag, he went into the loo, laughing out loud at the simple pleasure of holding 
his dick while he took a piss, turning on the shower and jumping in for a thorough but quick wash. Wrapping a 
towel around his waist, he rubbed his hair almost dry, running the brush through it and giving his teeth a 


quick clean before dressing and heading downstairs. 

"Cat?" 

Not in the dining room or the kitchen. 

"Cat!" 

Steve headed for the living room, stopping in the doorway when he saw her curled up on the couch. 


"Cat?" 


A long sigh. 


"The phone number on that paper is for the car service. Give them the code on the bottom and they'll come 


pick you up and take you back Or take you wherever, just tell the driver what you want 

Steve walked over and sat down beside her 

"Im not supposed to go back till tomorrow." 

Cat nodded 

"| know" 

"So you frowin' me out?" 

Cat sighed, turning her head to look out the window. 

"| fucked up’ 

"Wot do you mean you fucked up?" 

"Just what | said. | was hired to do a job and | fucked up" 

“Ow did you fuck up?" 

"| just did’ 

Steve reached over and pulled her against his chest 

"| don't fink you did 

Cat yanked herself away and uncoiled from the couch, turning to face him. 

"Well | did! | was supposed to make you understand that being the one in control wasn't always a good thing 
Steve. That being the one who makes all the decisions and expects them to be followed makes you not a whole 
lot of fun That sometimes if you don't let go of that control you can find yourself in a bad way, physically 
and emotionally. | was supposed to make you see that letting go of that control could be rewarding. And | 
haven't fucking done it 


Steve opened his mouth, closing it with a snap as she continued. 


"Instead what I've done is LOSE control! Are you that fucking good at it?!" 


Cat walked over to the window and stared out. When she spoke again her voice was soft. 

"My clients cower when I'm angry and they damn near wag their tails when they please me. They take care of 
MY needs, and their own be damned. | can't remember the last time | let things go as far as they did last 
night, not in my work anyway. They do what | say no matter how humiliating and embarrassing they find it. 
My clients fear me. They worship me. In their own way they even love me. But the one thing they don't do is 
like me and | don't like them either!" 


Steve bit his lip; he knew if he started laughing she would either beat him within an inch of his life or even 


worse burst into tears. Standing, he walked over to her and rested his chin on her shoulder. 
"But I'm not one of yer clients love." 

Cat turned her head, eyes flashing. 

"You're not but... 

The words died on her lips as he drew his mouth down into an exaggerated pout. 

"Steve." 

Ah, was that a sputter of laughter he heard? 

Turning her head away from him, Cat tried again. 

"Steve." 

Hands on her waist he turned her to face him, drawing the pout down further and sticking his lip out. 
That was more than a sputter. 

"You're not helping." 

He grinned. 

"Yer laughin’ right?" 

Cat dropped her eyes. 

"| don't like messing up, | don't like not doing my job right and | really don't like failing at it” 


Steve snorted. 


"Arn which of us is the control freak?" 
Oops, maybe that was a bit much. 


"Cat, I'm not leafink. | gave me word to somefink las' night and I'm gonna keep it. An’ if makes you feel any 


better, | didn’ haf control. Maybe we bouf gave it up." 
Steve carefully slid his arms around her waist and pulled her to him. 
"Instead of bein' ‘oo controls ‘oo, why don't we jus' call in even and haf fun?" 


Cat shook her head. 


"It won't work. Look, I'm going to fix breakfast, why don't you get your stuff together and you can call the car 
after." 


Pulling away from him she left the room. 


Steve sighed and rubbed his face. Turning and heading for the stairs he suddenly grinned. He knew exactly how 


to convince her... 


Sitting down at the table, they ate in silence, Cat lost in her own thoughts and Steve carefully biding his time 
before putting his plan into action Finishing his meal, Steve pushed the plate away and sat watching her. 


Cat finished as well, although she had spent most of the time pushing the food around on her plate, and stood, 
piling the dishes and picking up the stack to take them to the kitchen 


"The phone is in the living room." 


Steve watched her go, keeping his face neutral until she left the room, then jumped from his chair to put his 


plan into action. 


Cat cleaned up, tossing the dishtowel onto the counter with a sigh and went to find Steve. She should at least 
tell him goodbye, or keep him some semblance of company until the car arrived. Heading into the living room, 
Cat looked around. Could he have left already? Turning to go back into the hall she saw his bag on the floor. He 
wouldn't have left that.. 


"Steve?" 


Maybe he was looking to be sure he hadn't forgotten anything. Cat walked up the steps and pushed open the 


door to the bedroom. 

"Steve?" 

"Wot?" 

He was stretched out on the bed, grinning at her, sheets bunched at the foot. He was naked, his legs cuffed to 
the foot of the bed, his left arm cuffed to the headboard. He had the cuff on his right wrist, but that hand 
was still free, in fact it was slowly stroking his hard cock from base to tip, rolling the foreskin back and forth, 
the head already shiny and wet 

"Couldn't quite figure ‘ow to ‘ook it so | fought I'd put it to use” 

Cat bit her lip, trying to fight the smile that was creeping over her face. 

“What are you doing?" 

‘Umm, wanking." 

Steve leered at her. 

"| KNOW that, that's not what | meant 

Steve's eyes darkened as he looked at her. 

"Wot if | tole you | didn’ wanna leaf?" 

Cat walked over to the bed, going around the foot and grabbing his wrist, pulling his hand away from his cock 


"I'd tell you to keep your hands off what's mine." 


Steve grinned as she pulled his arm up and snapped the cuff to the bed. Looking down at him, she leaned over 
and kissed him. 


"Are you sure about this? If you stay it means you do whatever | say." 
Steve nodded, still grinning. 
Cat grinned back. 


"Time to play.” 


Steve lifted his head and watched her go through the door into the dungeon he guessed you would call if for 


lack of a better name, coming back through with several small things in her hands. 

Climbing up on the bed, she moved carefully between his thighs and bending over him, took his hard cock in 
her hand. Steve hissed as she slid something down over his cock, her hair hiding what she was doing, sudden 
pressure at the base making him squirm. 

Cat lifted her head and began crawling up over him until her face was above his. 

"You're wearing a cock ring. t's nothing but a band that restricts the vessels and keeps you from coming. If 
you're good, and do a good job of pleasing me, | may remove it and let you come. If you don't it will be a very 
long day." 

Steve gave her a very toothy grin and raised his eyebrows. 

"Promise?" 

Cat smacked his chest. 

"Don't get smart" 

“Eyl Yer fault y'know." 

"MY fault?" 

Steve leered at her. 

"You didn’ ask me did | understand” 

Cat shook her head. 

‘| really am gonna gag you." 

Climbing off him she walked toward the hall. 

"Ey! Were you fink yer goin?" 

Cat turned to look at him. 


"Do you trust me?" 


Steve screwed up his forehead. 


"Well..." 
Cat snorted and left the room. 


Steve grinned at the empty doorway, then turned his head back and closed his eyes, trying to think about 
anything except his hard and aching cock. 


Returning, Cat stood in the doorway, watching him shift on the bed. For the first time she could remember, 


the job had taken second place to her own needs, and she was going to enjoy it. 


Steve shifted again, wishing she had left his hand free so he could at least touch his cock, but he had to admit 
the intensity of last night had been heightened by the frustration building throughout the day, and if it made 
him come like that again then he was all for it. Or he would be, if she would hurry up and get her rather 


lovely arse back here! 
"Dammit woman ‘urry the fuck up!" 


"Impatient are you?" 
Steve turned his head, letting out a low whistle. 


Cat stood in the doorway, dressed head to toe in black leather and lace, her hair hanging over her shoulders 
and down her back, eyes half lidded as she looked at him. Her skin was pale, the black outlines and vivid colors 
of the tattoos on her arms standing out clearly, a tightly laced corset pushing her breasts up to spill over the 
top, curving in around her waist and ending a few inches above the top of pants, letting a strip of skin show. 
The pants themselves were molded to her, not a bit of material that didn't look fastened to her skin, the legs 
showing the long muscles of her thighs and down her calves and disappearing into short black boots. 


Steve didn't think it was possible for his cock to get any harder but he could feel it twitching against his 
stomach, trying to force more blood into the shaft. He groaned at the slight twinge of pain, his eyes darkening 
as she stalked toward him. 


Cat walked toward the bed, bringing her knee up and crawling over to him, dropping her head and biting across 
his chest. She looked at him through her hair as he groaned, straightening up on her knees and throwing a leg 
over him and settling herself, her leather covered arse planted firmly on his crotch. Leaning forward she 
placed her hands flat on his chest, tightening her legs against his hips and beginning a slow rocking motion 
against his cock 


"Christ almighty...” 


Steve thrust up at her, trying to match his motions with hers, letting out a sound of frustration as she 
varied her pace. Her movements were erratic, one time a long hard rub against him, the next could be several 


fast light bounces, keeping him off balance as to what would come next. 


Leaning down, Cat ran her tongue over his throat and back to his ear. 


‘lm going to fuck you. I'm going to ride your cock until you beg me to let you come, and then I'm going to ride 
it some more. And just when you think you can't take another minute, I'm going to ride you until you scream 


my name." 


Steve hissed as she slid off him and picked up the blindfold off the table next to the bed. Steve lifted his head, 
letting her slide it over his eyes, settling his head back down on the pillow and tensing in anticipation of what 
was to come. He felt her shift, arching his back as her fingers scratched over his chest and pinched his nipple, 
her tongue immediately lapping the bud, hardening it into a firm peak. He was ready for the bite of the clamp 
this time, a slight jerk of his hips as the pain shot down his stomach and into his groin, a low moan coming 


from his throat as her nails and tongue moved to the other side and attached the second clamp. 


Cat sat back and gave the chain a light tug, smiling at the reaction in his cock. Twisting around she grabbed 
the small fringed whip and slapped it against her thigh, biting her lip to keep the laugh in as he jumped. 


"Cat, wot..." 

She slapped the whip again, this time harder, feeling the sting on her thigh through the leather. 

He jumped again, his brow furrowing above the blindfold 

"Cat | don't fink | wan' it to ‘urt quite tha’ much!" 

She smiled, sitting still and watching him. 

"Cat? 

Steve twisted, trying to lean his head close enough to his arm to shift the blindfold, 

Cat slowly raised herself on her knees, matching her moves to his to cover the motion on the bed. 
"Cat?" 

His voice was soft, with a faint touch of worry. 

Lifting her arm Cat brought the whip down, the first lash hitting him on the head of his cock. 

Steve yelped, more from surprise than from pain, his body twisting against the restraints as the lashes 
continued, striking anywhere from his nipples to mid thigh, random strokes that gave him no way to anticipate 


where the next one would fall. The first slap of the fringes on his balls made him groan, the sound tearing 
from his throat and rising in volume as the next hit his shatt, the fringes wrapping around and pulling it hard 


to the side as Cat raised the whip again, his cock slapping back against his stomach, precum splattering over 
his skin 


Cat watched as hips began thrusting, instinctively trying to find someplace to bury his aching cock, the head 


darkening as his arousal increased. 


Steve roared as the lash bit into his nipples, jarring the clamps and dragging the teeth over the buds, trying 
to turn his body into the lashes as the next one landed at the juncture of his thighs, his stomach, his cock, till 


his brain could no longer distinguish where one ended and the next began. 


Cat stopped, sitting back on her haunches and catching her breath as she watched him writhe on the bed, 
sweat covering his skin, the red marks from the lash visible from nipples to thighs. Reaching out she stroked 
his skin gently, leaning over him to kiss his cheek, murmuring soft words and sounds to quiet him. 


Steve ground his teeth as her fingers slid under his balls, nails scratching over the skin between his legs and 
down onto his inner thigh, circling over the flesh and moving back up to scrape over his sac. Thrashing his 
head back and forth on the pillow he sank his teeth into his lower lip hard enough to break the skin, the 
metallic taste of the blood filling his mouth. 


Cat bent over him and lapped at his lips, tasting the blood and moaning into his mouth as his tongue found 
hers, pushing deep and exploring the wet cavern, harsh panting groans filling her lungs with his air. He growled 
as her mouth left his, tipping his head back as her tongue lapped over his chin and down his throat, sharp nips 
of her teeth soothed by the wet heat as she moved down onto his chest and over his stomach. The sound 
that tore from his throat when her mouth closed over his cock was inhuman, his hips thrusting hard and 
shoving it deep in her mouth, pumping frantically in an effort to relieve his aching balls. He nearly screamed in 


frustration as she pulled her head back, releasing his cock from her mouth. 

"FUCK Cat, please love, too fuckin’ much, need to come... 

Cat smiled as she slipped off the bed, drawing her fingernail up the underside of the shaft 
"Not yet" 


Steve groaned, every nerve in his body seemed to be on fire and every one seemed to end in his cock. His hips 
rocked constantly, small thrusting motions into the air, his balls swollen and tight, the need to come so bad 
even his teeth ached. 


Cat stood by the bed watching him, the head of his cock seeping precum in a steady stream, pooling in the 
hair on his stomach. She licked her lips, debating with herself how far she should take this before letting him 
get off, on one hand he had asked for it but the temptation to feel him coming inside her was almost too 


much. She climbed back on the bed and straddled him, letting her weight rest lightly on his stomach, the head 
of his cock trapped under her. 


"Oh me fuckin’ gawd!" 


Steve curled his hands into fists, yanking hard at the cuffs as she pressed down him, feeling his tip trapped 
between the cheeks of her arse, his hips rising off he bed to slide his cock along the smooth leather. 


Cat felt the movement of his cock under her, the abundance of precum making it move easily along her 
crotch. Pressing against him she rode him gently, letting him dry hump the channel between her legs, tugging 
the chain attached to the clamps and reaching up to pull the blindfold from his eyes. 


Steve blinked frantically trying to bring her in focus, tears of frustration blurring his vision as much as the 


sudden stab of light in his eyes. 

"Cat. Please love, please, fuckin’ ‘urts.." 

Steve groaned again as she leaned back, still rocking her hips as she brought her hands up to the laces on the 
front of the corset, untying them and pulling them through the loops, each set of eyeholes exposing more of 

her breasts. He closed his eyes, the urgency in his groin reached new levels of pain as she exposed herself to 
him. 

"Steve look at me." 

Steve shook his head, his eyes still tightly closed 

Leaning over him, Cat cupped her breast and guided it to his mouth, rubbing her nipple over his lips. 


THAT made him open his eyes. 


Parting his lips, Steve closed his teeth around the bud and tugged, getting a bit of satisfaction from her 


sharply indrawn breath until a stab of pain from his own nipple made him release her. 

"OW" 

Cat grinned down at him, letting go of the clamp she had pinched. 

Steve narrowed his eyes at her. 

"| get yer point.” 

Lifting his head he used the tip of his tongue to trace her nipple, drawing her down towards his mouth. Cat 
followed him down as his head leaned back on the pillows, his mouth opening around her breast and sucking the 
softness inside, closing his teeth gently and worrying the skin, his tongue lapping over the sensitive flesh. He 


growled as she began rocking her hips, pushing her leather covered pussy hard against his straining cock, 
pulling her nipple from his mouth and turning to offer the other to him, whimpering as he teased her with lips 


and tongue. 

Steve muttered a curse as she sat back, resting more of her weight on his groin and tugging the chain 
attached to clamps, pushing up into her hard enough to lift her from the bed and grinding his cock against her. 
Closing his eyes, he fucked her hard, trying to push his cock through the leather and bury it inside her. His 
eyes rolled back, mouth opening in a guttural cry as the whip slapped against his balls, his cock straining to 
come as blow after blow shook the tender orbs, tears of frustration running down the sides of his face. 
Cat slid off him, putting her face against his neck and soothing him with soft sounds, gently biting the tendons 
in his neck as she rubbed his chest. Getting no response, she climbed off the bed and hurried to the loo, 
wetting a towel and bringing it back and settling beside him. Stroking the cool wetness over his face, she 
released the clamps, biting her lip as he cried out, violently twisting to escape the pain. 

Rubbing the towel over his throat and down onto his chest. Cat continued to speak softly to him, smoothing 
the wet strands of hair away from his face and stroking his cheek, finally letting out the breath she didn't 
realize she had been holding when he opened his eyes. 

"Hi" 

Steve managed a one sided grin 

"Ello." 

"You ok?" 

Steve groaned. 

"Me dick ‘urts like fuckin ‘ell and me balls feel like they're gonna explode." 

| know, but itll hurt worse if | take the ring off right now." 

Another one-sided grin. 

"Do me a favor love, don’ take it off then..." 

Cat frowned and bit her lip. 

"Do you think you can walk?" 


"Don’ know, me legs feel like jelly." 


Cat reached up and unhooked his arm, leaning over him and releasing the clasp on the other side before 
scooting back and unhooking his legs. Sliding her arm under his back, she helped him sit up, feeling the shudder 


run through him when his cock rubbed against his stomach. Backing off the bed she guided his legs around and 
drew him to the edge until his feet were on the floor. Undoing the cuffs from his arms, Cat tossed them on 


the bed and then knelt at his feet to rid him of those as well before standing and taking his arm and lifting it 


over her shoulder. 
"Ready?" 
Steve nodded, grinding his teeth. 


Putting her shoulder under his arm Cat stood, drawing him up with her, bracing her legs to support him if his 
gave out. He swayed on his feet, baring his teeth as his cock moved, the hair on his stomach rubbing over the 


head. 
"Fuck..." 
More of a breath than a word. 


Cat moved forward slowly, one arm tight around his waist and holding his arm over her shoulders at the wrist 
with her other hand, watching his face as he screwed his eyes shut against the pain. She guided him out the 
door and down the hall, whispering encouragement as he winced with every step. Reaching a door, she stopped, 


moving sideways to prop him against the wall, letting go of his wrist to push open the handle. 
"| fink | can." 


Cat shook her head, grabbing his wrist again and pulling him forward. His steps were steadier, his weight not as 
heavy as they crossed the room, stopping in front of a cushioned bench. Easing out from under his arm, Cat 
guided him to sit, making sure he was steady before letting him go. 


Steve grunted as his body bent forward, forcing the over sensitized head of his cock to rub through the hair, 
leaning back slightly to ease the torture. 


Cat took a step back, making sure he wasn't going to lean back too far and lose his balance before going to the 
large tub in the center of the room, turning the faucets and adjusting the temperature of the water to warm 


and letting the basin fill. 

Steve felt himself shiver, his heated flesh chilling in the cool room, giving her a grateful smile as she wrapped 
a robe around him before going back to check on the tub. Turning the taps off, Cat quickly stripped and 
crouched in front of him, rubbing her hands on the tops of his thighs. 


"This is going to suck at first Steve. The water isn't really cold, but its going to feel that way. Once you get 
used to the temperature it will help relax you, and then | can take the ring off without it hurting too badly." 


"Guess that means | ‘ave to get me arse up right?" 


Putting his hands flat on the bench he pushed himself to his feet, steadying himself against her shoulder. 
Taking care not to jostle him Cat stood as well, feeling his arm go around her shoulders and letting her guide 
him to the tub. Cat pushed the robe off to fall at his feet, bracing her legs as his weight leaned more heavily 
on her as he stepped into the tub. 

Steve gasped as he lowered himself into the water, nearly coming back to his feet as it flowed over his groin, 
gritting his teeth at the shock. Forcing himself down, he settled back in the water, white knuckled fingers 
gripping the sides of the tub. Cat carefully stepped in, easing herself down between his legs, draping her legs 
over his thighs and reaching behind him for a cloth, dipping it in the water and wiping over his chest. 
"Better?" 

Steve shook his head. 

Dipping the cloth again, she pressed it against his throat. 

“Still hurting?" 

Steve nodded, letting go of the sides of the tub and placing his hands on her waist. 

Cat narrowed her eyes. 

Steve cut his eyes away from hers, a grin tugging at his lips. 

"What are you up..OH!" 

Cat gasped as Steve's fingers tightened on her waist, lifting her and pulling her against him. Sliding his arm 
around her he ran his free hand down over her arse, hissing as he wrapped his fingers around his shaft and 


guided it her hole, letting her slide down his body as the head slipped inside. 


Cat moaned as his cock spread her open, feeling the thick shaft rub the inner walls as he lowered her to 
settle in his lap, throwing his head back and growling as her arse came to rest against his balls. 


Cat dug her fingers into his shoulders, holding herself still. 
"Steve, wait, let me get the ring off... 

Steve shook his head, hissing the words through his teeth. 
"No, anyfing right? An‘ this is wot you wanted right?" 


Grabbing her hips, he rocked her back and forth, gritting his teeth at the combination of pleasure and pain in 


his groin 

Cat moaned again, throwing her head back and exposing her throat, his mouth finding the rapid pulse and 
nipping it gently. Tensing her thighs, she began to move, lifting herself up to hold the just head inside her and 
tightening the muscles to give it a firm squeeze, sliding slowly back down to grind against the base. Hearing him 
groan, she moved faster, riding him hard, the walls of her pussy dragging over the shaft, the intensity of 


their fucking sending water cascading over the sides of the tub and onto the floor. 


Cupping his hands on her arse, Steve lifted her off his cock, grinning as she cursed, holding her still and 
preventing her from taking it back inside. 


"Bastard!" 
Steve laughed, his jaw tight. 

"Hts ‘urting too much love... 

Cat suddenly buried her face in his neck 
‘Im sorry." 


Steve wrapped his arms around her, biting his lips to keep the pain filled moan inside as she settled against his 


groin. 
"Not like I'm not ‘appy about the idea of bein’ able to fuck you for ‘ours love, but bludi ‘ell..” 


Cat lifted her head and gave him a soft kiss before pulling away from him and rising to her feet. Stepping out 
of the tub she walked carefully over the wet tile and crooked her finger at him. 


"Come here..." 


Steve climbed out the tub, wincing as he looked at his cock. He cupped his balls carefully, trying to keep them 


from moving as he walked over to where she stood. 


Cat gently moved his hand, an expression of pain on her face as she looked at him. His cock was swollen, 
stretched up flat against his stomach, the skin so tight it looked as if it would split, the head dark purple as 
precum ran steadily from the slit. Steve groaned as she used the pads of her fingers to touch it lightly. 


“There are two things we can do. Well three, but | don't think having a tray of ice dumped in your lap would be 
very pleasant. So, we can stop everything and let you cool down, but there's no way to be sure that would 


work or..." 


Cat trailed off and looked at him, a small smile playing on her lips. 


"Or wot? We haf to do somefink love and fuckin’ soon before me dick falls off" 

Steve was trying to keep his tone light but the underlying pain in his voice was clear. 
"Or | can take the ring off and get it over with..." 

Chewing on his lower lip, Steve nodded. 


Cat took his hand and led him back to the bedroom, pulling him over to stand next to the bed. Dropping his 
hand, she backed up to bring her feet up on the mattress, bending her knees and spreading her thighs. 


"Come here..." 


Steve groaned, eyes darkening as he looked as her open legs, pain radiating into his lower back as his cock 
twitched. He climbed onto the bed, kneeling between her thighs, hands shaking as he stroked the soft skin 
between her legs. He could feel her, smell her, the desire to just slam himself into her making his breath come 
faster. Leaning down he teased his tongue over her slit, enjoying the softness of the bare skin before pushing 
his tongue between the lips and finding her clit, running his tongue over and around. 


Cat threw her head back, reaching down and wrapping her fingers through his hair, pulling his face into her 


pussy, moaning as he teased her clit. 


Sliding two fingers into her hole, Steve fucked her, gently at first before moving his hand faster, twisting and 
scissoring his fingers inside her, crawling up over her, tracing a path with his tongue over her stomach and up 
to her breasts 


Cat arched into his mouth as his teeth closed on her nipple, tugging it hard then flattening his tongue against 
it and lapping, nipping over the swells to the other side and biting that bud, soothing it with his tongue then 
continuing to work his way up, biting and sucking at her skin, leaving a trial of red marks up the side of her 


neck. 
Steve growled against her neck. 
| want me dick inside you...” 


Cat nodded, uttering a soft cry as he pulled his fingers free, reaching down between them and sliding her 
fingers along his cock and twisting open the ring. 


Steve drove into her hard, burying himself inside the tight wet flesh, throwing his head back and shouting as 
the feeling rushed back into his cock, grabbing her hair and pulling her head to the side to fasten his teeth on 


her neck as his hips slammed into hers. 


Cat raked her nails down his back, screaming his name as he sank teeth into her flesh, bringing her knees up 
and wrapping her legs around his driving hips, the force of his thrusts slamming his pubic bone against hers, 
the head of his cock battering against her cervix. 


Steve lost all control, there was no tenderness or sweet words, just a burn inside him that made him want to 
fuck her through the bed, marking her with his teeth, rutting into her like an animal in heat. Hard fast stabs 
of his cock into her wide-open pussy, balls slamming against the cheeks of her arse on every stroke, pain 


turning to pleasure, spreading like fire through his groin. 


Cat grabbed his hair, pulling his head back with a vicious yank and finding his lips, driving her tongue into his 
mouth and fucking it at the same frantic pace, teeth clashing as they ground their mouths together. Her lips 
curled in a feral smile as he growled into her mouth, breath washing over her tongue, tasting the same 


passion there that she felt between her thighs. 


Steve came to his knees, grabbing her thighs and pulling her up onto his legs, changing the angle of his thrusts 
inside her, hitting her g-spot with every hard jab of his cock, watching her with eyes blackened with lust as 
her back arched and she keened, her pussy closing tight around him as she came, twisting violently on the bed. 
Giving her no time to come down from the peak, his fingers sought her clit, rubbing the rough pads of the 
tips over the hard bud. 


Cat cried out, her body shaking as her orgasm built higher, the pounding of his cock battering the wet flesh 


inside her, his fingers teasing her clit, the pleasure so intense it bordered on pain. 


Steve's thrusts suddenly staggered, his cock swelling inside her as his balls tightened, his vision fading to a red 
haze as his back arched, throwing his head back as he bellowed her name. 


Cat felt him explode, the first jet of his come coating her walls and splashing against her cervix, driving her 


over the edge once more, his body locked over hers as his cock fired round after round of hot seed inside her. 
Gasping for breath, Steve ground against her as his cock spurted weakly, emptying the last of his come into 
her. Lowering himself, stretching his legs out behind him, he buried his face in her hair, groaning as her 
fingers ran over his back. 

Cat kept her legs wrapped around him, feeling the softening cock inside her as he moved his head to pillow it 
on her breasts. Stroking his back, trailing her nails gently over his shoulder, she ran her fingers under his 
sweat soaked hair and lifted it off his neck, blowing softly on the wet skin 

Steve shuddered, lifting his head to look at her, eyes sated and heavy. 


"| didn't mean to ‘urt you, | just." 


Cat shushed him. 


"Did you hear me complain?" 

Steve groaned, rolling himself off her and flopping onto his back, taking deep gulps of air. 
"No, but | don't usually lose control.” 

His voice trailed off as he started to laugh. 

Cat grinned, made a fist pumping motion. 

"Yes!" 

Rolling onto her side, she propped her chin on his chest, running her fingers over his cock 
Steve groaned. 

"Cor love, | need a few after tha’..‘ell | need a pint and a meal after tha..." 

Cat smiled, kissing his chest, and then nipping it lightly. 

"So all | have to do is give you food and drink and you'll be ready to do it again?" 

Steve forced his eyes open, raising his brows and lifting his head to look down at her. 
"Maybe a bit of a kip." 

Cat moved up to cuddle against him. 

"So should | put the ring back on now or later?" 

Steve groaned. 

"Insatiable wench." 

Wrapping his arm around her, he let his eyes drift closed. 

"Cat..?" 

"Hmm?" 


"Later..." 


Aftermath 


Author's Notes: 
*whew* And so it ends.. Andy, couldn't have done it without you lovel 


Rod sat on the couch, checking his watch occasionally and wondering who would be the first through the door. 
He had to admit he was a bit nervous, wondering exactly what was going to happen when the boys got back. 


Would they be relaxed and happy, having enjoyed the time off he'd arranged? Or would they come in looking for 
blood at the liberties he had taken? 


Either way he hoped that things would be different, he really had been concerned about the way the tour had 
been going. The frantic phone call from Nicko still had him wondering how that whole thing had gone, and the 
message Bruce had left.. Well, he just hoped the fiery singer had calmed down and found something to his liking 
after all. 

Rod sighed and scratched his head, nearly jumping out of his skin when the door slammed open. 

"Rod!" 

"Davey! How the hell. OOMPH!" 


Rod laughed, trying to find air as the wildly grinning guitarist plopped down on the couch and grabbed him 


around the neck. 

"How the bloody hell are you?" 

Rod pulled back. Now this was the Davey he knew. 
"Good mate, how was your trip?" 

Davey, if possible, grinned even wider. 

"It was bloody fantastic, absolutely fucking wonderful." 
Rod grinned. 

"Good! Everything was to your liking?" 


Davey exploded into laughter. 


"Yeah you could say that." 

"And the, ah." 

"Umm, yeah, she was quite to my liking to." 

"Well fuck me old boots, Davey you look like you found the answer to the meanin' o'life!" 
"Nicko!" 

Davey jumped up and hugged the drummer, laughing as Nicko batted his hands at him. 
"Get off me you bloody fool, act like you haven't seen me in years and it's only been three days!" 
"So how was your time off?" 

Nicko grinned. 

"It was a bit of a journey into new territory, kind of an expansion of me horizons.. 
Davey laughed. 

"And | bet you never stopped talking did you?" 

"As hard as you may find this to believe you happy fool, | was rendered speechless." 
Nicko stopped, noticing Rod for the first time. 

"Well, if it isnt our own let-me-take-care-of-everything manager." 

Rod took a deep breath. 

"Nicko, |." 

"Not a word out of you mate." 

"Nicko.." 

Nicko looked at Davey. 


"Didn't | just tell him to shut his hole?" 


Davey nodded, the grin on his face fading. 
Nicko walked over to stand in front of Rod. 


Rod took a deep breath, wondering if the drummer was going to just bite his head off with words, or if he 


was about to be running for his life. 

"You took care of everything right mate? All arranged, nothing to worry about, move right along and enjoy." 
"Nicko..OOMPH" 

For the second time in minutes, Rod was struggling to breathe. 

"Great job mate, had a great time and wait till you see what | brought back with me!" 
Nicko released the stunned man, giving him a wink as he stepped back. 

"Looks like a bloody love fest in here." 

Davey and Nicko turned toward the voice. 

"Janick!" 

Janick grinned. 

"From the looks on everyone I'd say you both had a good time." 

Davey walked over and hugged him. 

"I know | did, and I'm guessing Nicko did, how about you?" 

Janick reached out and gave the drummer a friendly shove. 

"What the hell are you wearing mate? You actually get dressed with a light on today?" 
Davey turned, looking at Nicko. 

"He's right Nicko, you look.different." 


"Yes | do thank you very much in fact | am a vision of loveliness and fashion, courtesy of my very own team 


of consultants." 


"Janick I'm guessing everything went alright with you?" 


Janick turned, giving Rod a grin. 
"Couldn't have asked for better arrangements if | made ‘em myself. Thanks Rod." 
Rod nodded, stepping back and watching the three catch up. 


Three more to go. So far, except for the one moment when he wasn't sure what Nicko was going to do, 


everything had gone better than he could have hoped. And that wink, what was up with that? 
"Well | know what | did on my time off, | guess you used the time to learn how to dress yourself eh Nicko?" 
nt 

Adrian grinned as Davey bounced over to him, giving him a hug. 

"If its at all fucking possible | think you're happier mate, have a good time?" 

Davey laughed. 

"Yeah | did, how about you?" 

H scratched his chin, grinning. 

"No complaints out of me." 

Nicko gave a turn in the center of the room. 

"So what you think Smiffy? Am | a vision or what?" 

"What Nicko, definitely what" 

"Bruce!" 

Bruce laughed. 

"Fuck, if you could all be that together onstage imagine how good we'd sound." 


Rod watched as Bruce was dragged into the room. Davey, Nicko and Janick were all talking at once, Janick and 


Davey asking him about his time off, Nicko still holding forth about his new look. 


"Hello Rod." 


"So how was your trip Ade?" 
"Good, rather nice in fact." 

"Did you get what you needed?" 
Adrian laughed. 

"And a bit more." 


"HI Come over here and help us explain to Nicko that just cause he looks better it doesn't mean that he has 


better taste, after all." 
Davey grabbed H's arm, pulling him over to the other side of the room. 


Bruce used the moment to slip away from the loud circle of men, walking over to Rod and standing in front of 


him. Rocking lightly on the balls of his feet, he cocked an eyebrow at the manager. 
"Rod" 

"Bruce" 

"Dont you return your fucking phone calls?" 


"Ah, well by the time | got the message | figured you were either settled in or would show up on my doorstep 
when your flight got in" 


Bruce laughed. 

"Oh | settled in. But." 

Rod waited. Oh fuck, here it comes.. 
"ım worried about ‘Arry." 

WHAT?! 

"I said l'm worried about 'Arry." 

Oh, he must have said that out loud. 


"Why are you worried about him Bruce?" 


"When | couldn't get in touch with you | called him." 

Oh wouldn't he like to hear a playback of that conversation 

"And he said something that I'd never heard him say before and | just thought you should know." 
"What did he said?" 

"I said if fings don't change l'm done." 

Bruce turned toward the door, looking at the bassist standing there. 

"You said WHAT?!" 

Steve stepped into the room, looking over at the boisterous group in the corner and shaking his head. 
‘| tole ‘im | was bloody fed up wif it all and if fings didn't change | was done." 

Steve grinned at Bruce. 

"Didn't ‘ear from you again mate so | guess fings worked out?" 

Bruce grinned back. 

"Oh, they ended up working out rather well in fact" 

Rod looked back and forth between the two men, his mouth hanging open. 

"Didn't shag the old bird did ya?" 

"No, for some odd reason she thought | was arrogant." 

Steve snorted, 

"You? | can't fink why." 

"WAIT A FUCKING MINUTE!" 

Steve and Bruce looked at Rod, the group in the corner growing quiet and turning to stare at the manager. 
"Hey ‘Arry!" 


"SHUT UP DAVEY!" 


"Bludi ‘ell Rod, wots wrong wif you?" 

"Me? What's wrong with me? What the fuck do you mean by that remark?" 

Steve shrugged. 

"Just wot | said." 

"What remark?" 

The other four walked over, arranging themselves around the three men 

"Yeah Rod, what are you talking about?" 

"Steve, how could you say something like that?" 

Davey rolled his eyes. 

"Did anyone hear me? What remark?" 

Steve grinned at the no longer smiling guitarist. 

‘Nofink to worry about mate, just give us a minute." 

Grumbling, the four walked back over to the other side of the room, watching the three men intently. 
Steve inclined his head toward the door, turning and walking out into the hall. 

The other two followed, Bruce grabbing the edge of the door and pulling it closed behind them. 


Inside the room the four looked at each other, then ran over to the door, pushing and shoving to get in front 


and press their ears against it. 

In the hall Steve, held up a finger, then with a wink moved over to the door. 

"Steve what...” 

Putting his finger against his lips, Steve grabbed the doorknob with his other hand. 

Bruce clapped a hand over his mouth; his shoulders shaking as he realized what Steve was about to do. 


Rod rolled his eyes. 


With a sudden twist of his wrist, Steve slammed his shoulder against the door, propelling it open. 

"Ow fuck!" 

"Me fuckin nose!" 

"Dammit watch out.." 

"Get off me.!" 

Laughing, Steve stuck his head around the door, looking at the four men rubbing various body parts. 

"Worse than me kids." 

Stepping back into the hall, he closed the door again, and then turned to face Bruce and Rod. 

"Steve, I'll ask again, what did you mean by that?" 

"Rod, just be quiet for a minute." Steve sighed. "Fings ‘ave been ‘ard on all of us y'know? Everyone ‘as been 
‘avin their differences, but fings wif me and Bruce ‘ave been the worst. I'm tired of it. I'm sick of fighting wif 
‘im and | know ‘e's sick of fighting wif me and if fings weren't gonna change then it just wasn't worf it to me 
anymore." 

"But Steve." 

Bruce interrupted. 

"He's right Rod. | realized just how bad things were when | talked to him. Even though he was pissed that | 
phoned him to bitch about the arrangements, | could tell his heart wasn't in it. He didn't even give me half of 
the bollocking | know he's damn well capable of" 

Steve chuckled. 

Bruce grinned back at him. 


"I know, its bloody bad when you realize you actually miss being told off in true Harris style." 


"We ‘ave some fings we need to work out y'know. But | fink we can, l'm not willing to give it all up just yet, and 


| don't fink Bruce wants to any more than | do." 


Bruce shook his head. 


"No, I'm rather happy with the whole idea of being Iron Maiden's front man ‘Arry. Don't think I'm quite ready 
to give that up yet." 


Steve nodded. 

"Don't fink I'm quite ready to give up on Maiden meself." 

Rod stood in silence, his eyes bouncing back and forth between the two men 
"Bludi ‘ell Smalldick, you like you're watchin a bleedin tennis match." 

Bruce snickered 

Rod's face began to darken. 

"Oh fuck, ‘ere we go." 


"You two are the most frustrating, aggravating pains in my arse | have EVER had the misfortune to work 


with!" 
"But you love us!" 

"Couldn't do wifout us" 

"Just think how much you'd miss us." 

"You'd ‘ave to get a real job" 

Steve and Bruce had gone from small snickers to full out laughter as Rod's face continued to darken 
Steve suddenly sobered and looked at Bruce. 


"Not promisin' that | won't ‘ave a few more fings to work out wif you mate, but | fink we should sit down and 


haf that talk when we can y'know." 

Bruce nodded. 

"Clear the air for good. You know ‘Arry, if we weren't family we wouldn't fight like we do." 
Steve snorted. 


"Certainly spend more time wif you than | do wif me family it seems.” 


Bruce held out his hand. 

"Friends?" 

Steve looked at him, tilting his head to the side before breaking out in a grin. 
"Mates." 

Steve took his hand, both men stepping in and giving each other a rough hug. 

"So wot say we go in ‘ere and find out wot the rest of this bunch ‘as been up to?" 
‘Lead the way." 

Steve opened the door and walked in with Bruce at his heels. 


Suddenly six voices rose in good-natured shouts, whistles and catcalls as they drew together into the force 


that was lron Maiden. 


Rod stood in the hall shaking his head. It was everything he could do not to begin searching for the alien 
seedpods that had to be hidden somewhere. 


Walking into the room, he planted his feet firmly and raised his voice to be heard above the din 
"WHO THE FUCK ARE YOU ALL AND WHAT HAVE YOU DONE WITH MY BAND?!" 


Meanwhile, in a large stately home across town seven people sat around a large table. 


Corene stood, raising her glass. 

"To Janick" 

Kirk and Delilah joined her, touching their glasses to hers. 
"To Nicko" 

Rosemarie smiled as her glass joined the circle. 


"To Bruce." 


Kayla added hers. 

"To Davey 

Barbara purred as she stood 

"To Adrian" 

Cat added hers to finish the circle. 


"To Steve." 


Touching glasses, they all smiled at each other in celebration of a job well done. 


